./ 


"iSV'" 


^^^^^^^m-t^ 


^ 


^A: 


\^, 


r\ 


L  I  E>  R.AFLY 

OF   THE 
U  N  I  VLRSITY 
or    ILLI  NOIS 

823 

W37v 
V.2 


s.^ 


airt*c5 


NOTICE:  Return  or  renew  all  Library  Materials!  The  Minimum  Fee  for 
each  Lost  Book  is  $50.00. 

The  person  charging  this  material  is  responsible  for 
its  return  to  the  library  from  which  it  was  withdrawn 
on  or  before  the  Latest  Date  stamped  below. 

Theft,  mutilation,  and  underlining  of  books  are  reasons  for  discipli- 
nary action  and  may  result  in  dismissal  from  the  University. 
To  renew  call  Telephone  Center,  333-8400 

UNIVERSITY    OF    ILLINOIS    LIBRARY    AT    URBANA-CHAMPAIGN 


'JWoi 


It 

if 


L161— O-1096 


A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS 


]MEW  J^JOVELS. 


ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA.     15y  W.  Clark  Russell. 

S  vols. 

THE! DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND.     By  Grant  Allen. 

3  vols. 

CORINTHIA  MARAZION.     By  Cecil  Griffith.    3  vols. 

A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.     By  Henry  Murray,     i  vol. 

SANTA  BARBARA.     By  Ouida.     i  vol. 

IN  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE.     By  Ambrose  Bierce,     i  voL 

TRACKED  TO  DOOM.     By  Dick  Donovan,     i  vol. 

COLONEL  STARBOTTLE'S  CLIENT,  and  SOME  OTHER 
PEOPLE.     By  Bret  Harte.     i  vol. 

ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.     By  Matt.   Crim. 
I  vol. 

IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.     By  Robekt  Bakk.     i  vol. 

THE  FOSSICKER.  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.  By  Ernest 
Glanville.     I  vol. 

London  :  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  214,  Piccadilly,  W. 


A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS 


BY 


G.     COLMORE 

author  of 
'a  living  epitaph.'  'a  conspiracy  of  silence,'  etc. 


Such  storms  vex  human  souL-, 
That  they  are  driven  into  unknown  sea,- 
And  dark,  strange  waters  :  yet  the  Power  that  made 
The  calm,  safe  inland  bays,  made  the  wild  waste,  ; 
And  knows  the  great  waves  and  the  silent  rocks, 
And  knows  the  whirling  tempests  that  have  tossed 
The  wrecked  hulk  stranded  far  away  from  home 


IN  TWO  VOLUMES 
VOL.  II. 


CHATTO  8z  WIXDUS,   PICCADILLY 

1892 


yV  3  7  v' 


A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS 

^OCh   E£.  {continued). 
DINAH. 


VOL.  n.  15 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Arcinive 

in  2010  with  funding  from 

University  of  Illinois  Urbana-Champaign 


http://www.archive.org/details/valleyofshadows02colm 


CHAPTER  XI. 

It  was  August  before  Jim  Saryll  came  back 
to  Sleepy  Dale.  i\lready  in  the  evenings 
the  shadows  stole  earlier  each  day  over  the 
hills,  and  in  the  mornings  the  sun  delayed 
its  rising  ;  yet  Jim  told  himself  that  for 
him  the  summer  was  still  to  come.  Strong 
with  youth  and  love  and  hope,  it  seemed  to 
him  that  the  sun  shone  whether  the  sky 
was  cloudy  or  fair  ;  and  Lucy  Hatherden, 
cheered  by  his  joyous  presence,  quick  to 
forget,  and  keen  to  enjoy,  cast  away  the 
fears  that  had  darkened  the  last  few  weeks, 
and  gave  herself  up  to  happiness  again. 

The  mornings  were  spent  chiefly  under 
the  trees  in  the  garden,  and  the  afternoons, 
when  the  heat  of  the  day  was  over,  were 
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given  up  to  long  rambles  over  the  downs. 
Sometimes  Joel  Hatherden  came  home  in 
time  to  join  in  the  walk  ;  more  often  Lucy, 
Dinah  and  Jim  went  forth  alone.  They 
wandered  through  unknown  valleys,  guided 
only  by  what  seemed  pleasant  at  the  time  ; 
they  paused  to  rest  in  shaded  hollows  or  in 
primitive  rustic  inns  ;  they  lost  themselves 
and  found  the  way  again  ;  and  came  home 
when  the  light  had  faded  from  the  hills, 
half  sad  that  the  day  was  over,  yet  glad  to 
reach  again  the  shelter  of  Little  Hollow. 

So  a  fortnight  passed  away.  To  Lucy 
Hatherden  the  days  were  like  a  dream  of 
safety  and  peace  ;  to  Jim  Saryll  the  glamour 
that  lay  over  them  was  coloured  by  a  glory  of 
hope ;  to  Dinah  the  enjoyment  of  each  day  was 
touched  by  a  sense  of  expectation,  of  which 
she  herself  was  hardly  conscious  and  which, 
sufficient  in  its  own  sweetness,  stirred  in  her 
no  desire  that  it  should  pass  into  fulfilment. 

But  there   came    a   morning   when    the 
sky  was   dark  with  heavy  rushing  clouds. 
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when  lightning  Rashes  mocked  the  departed 
sunshine,  when  thunder  rolled  and  echoed 
among  the  hills.  The  rain  came  down 
with  angry  vehemence  ;  beneath  the  drip- 
ping trees  the  water  lay  upon  the  hard, 
parched  ground.  Lucv  looked  out  ot  the 
window  sadly. 

*  No  sitting  out  of  doors  to-day,'  she  said, 

*  no  walk  across  the  hills.  I  fear  the  fine  days 
are  over  ;  the  weather  has  broken  at  last.' 

*  It's   only   a    thunder-storm,'  said  Jim  ; 

*  ten  to  one  it  will  be  fine  this  afternoon.' 

*  I  can't  bear  thunder-storms.  Hark  !' 
Lucy  shuddered  as  a  peal  of  thunder  crashed 
over  the  house.  '  Come  away  from  the 
window,  Dinah.' 

*  Tisn't  the  thunder  can  hurt  you,'  said 
Joel,  going  on  with  his  breakfast  ;  '  it's  the 
lightning  does  the  mischief.  I'm  always 
glad  to  hear  the  thunder,  for  then  I  know 
the  flash  is  over,  and  no  harm  done.' 

*  It's  the  thunder  I'm  afraid  of,  though, 
whether  I'm  right  or  wrong.' 
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'It  will  not  last  long,'  said  Dinah;  'it 
will  soon  be  over,  as  Jim  says,  and  then, 
this  afternoon,  it  will  be  fine  again.' 

The  prophecy  proved  true;  in  another  hour 
the  fury  of  the  storm  had  passed  on  beyond 
Sleepy  Dale  and  the  rain  fell  less  heavily ; 
at  mid-day  it  ceased,  and  the  blue  sky 
showed  behind  the  hurrying  clouds.  After 
dinner  the  sun  was  shining,  and  it  was 
determined  to  start  at  once,  while  the 
weather  still  was  fair,  for  a  walk  across  the 
downs  to  a  village  a  few  miles  away. 

The  air  was  fresh  and  invigorating  after 
the  storm  ;  the  wind  gave  life  to  the  trees 
and  movement  to  the  shadows  ;  as  Lucy 
walked  down  the  garden  path,  the  de- 
pression that  had  darkened  the  morning 
seemed  to  take  wings  and  fly  away. 

At  the  gate  Dinah,  glancing  up  the  road, 
said  : 

'  Here  comes  old  John  with  the  letters. 
Shall  we  wait  for  him,  mother?' 

*  Yes,  we  had  better  wait.' 
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*I  will  go  and  meet  him,'  said  Dinah. 

She  ran  on  to  meet  the  old  man,  toiling 
slowly  along  the  road,  and  presently  returned 
with  the  letters  in  her  hand. 

*  One  for  vou,  mother,  two  for  Jim,  and 
a  newspaper  for  father — that  is  all.' 

Lucy  took  the  letter  that  Dinah  held  out 
to  her,  glanced  at  the  writing  on  the 
envelope,  and  turned  away  while  she 
opened  it.  She  read  the  first  few  lines, 
then  folded  the  letter  up  and  put  it  in  her 
pocket. 

'  I  cannot  go  with  you,'  she  said,  turn- 
ing to  Jim  and  Dinah  again.  *  This  letter 
will  need  an  answer,  and  I  must  catch  the 
post.' 

'  We  will  wait  for  you,"  said  Dinah ;  *  it 
doesn't  matter  about  starting  so  soon.' 

*  I  cannot  tell  how  long  I  may  be.  I 
would  rather  you  went  on  ;  if  I  can,  I  will 
follow  vou.' 

*  Very  well,'  said  Jim.  '  We  will  go  by 
the  Beacon,  so  you  cannot' miss  us,  and  if 
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you  do  not  come  soon  you  are  sure  to  meet 
us  coming  back.' 

*  Yes,  sure  to  meet  you.      Good-bye.' 

*  Good-bye,  mother.' 

The  young  man  and  the  girl  went  side 
by  side  down  the  road  towards  the  downs  : 
Lucy  went  back  to  the  house.  She  paused 
on  the  doorstep  and  looked  at  the  land- 
scape, radiant  after  the  rain  ;  she  entered 
the  house  and  closed  the  door.  Then  she 
went  into  the  hall,  and  sat  down,  and  began 
to  read  the  letter. 


CHAPTER  XII. 
This  was  the  letter  that  Lucy  read. 

*  Dear  Madam, 

'  I  beg  to  acknowledge  yours  of  the 
second  instant,  with  obliging  enclosure. 
Being  used  to  strictly  business  ways  I  ought 
by  rights  to  have  acknowledged  before  as  is 
customary,  but  have  been  much  pressed — 
likewise  in  a  state  of  indecision  ;v  our  last 
conference.  I  have  now  come  to  a  con- 
clusion that  matters  are  not  satisfactory,  and 
have  proceeded  to  arrange  a  fresh  plan  in 
the  hopes  it  will  suit  both  parties.' 

So  far  Lucy  had  read  when  she  had  first 
opened  the  letter  ;  as  she  read  it  again  her 
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face  flushed,  and  her  heart  beat  faster.  She 
glanced  at  the  window.  The  branch  of 
a  climbing  rose-tree,  loosened  from  its 
fastening,  hung  swinging  to  and  fro  with 
a  flapping  sound ;  a  half-blown  rose 
bruised  its  petals,  beating  against  the  pane. 
Lucy  went  to  the  window,  plucked  the 
rose,  and  bent  back  the  flapping  branch. 
She  fastened  the  rose  into  her  waistband, 
took  up  the  letter  again,  and  read  on. 

*  I  know,  by  your  having  admitted  as 
much,  that  the  little  arrangement  between 
you  and  mother  has  been  a  kind  of  night- 
mare round  your  neck,  and  by  management 
I  hope  matters  can  be  brought  to  a  settle- 
ment for  good  and  all.  By  agreeing  to 
terms  you  make  yourself  free  in  perpetuity, 
our  part  of  the  bargain  being  to  hand  over 
the  first  agreement  on  fulfilment  of  con- 
tract. Your  part  of  the  bargain  will  be 
better  explained  by  word  of  mouth,  and  I 
write   to  ask  you,  this   being  Tuesday,  at 
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what  hour  I  can  have  a  chat  with   you  on 
Saturday    next   and   to  name   the   place    of 
meeting.      Awaiting  a  prompt  rejoinder, 
*  I  remain 

*  Ever  yours, 

'  Martin  Wage.' 

'  A  settlement  for  good  and  all.'  *  You 
make  yourself  free.'  Lucy  read  the  words 
over  and  over  again ;  she  sat  with  the  open 
letter  before  her,  and  pondered  on  their 
meaning;  she  felt  her  heart  grow  light 
with  hope,  then  cold  with  fear.  At  last 
she  rose,  went  into  Joel's  study,  and,  stand- 
ing by  his  writing-table,  wrote  a  few  words. 
She  folded  the  sheet  of  notepaper,  put  it 
into  an  envelope,  and  addressed  the 
envelope  :  then  she  stood  by  the  table, 
hesitating. 

^  If  I  dared,'  she  said  to  herself,  *I 
would  pray  to  God  to  help  me  against 
this  man  ;  but  Anne  is  right — I  dare  not 
pray.' 
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Her  downcast  eyes  fell  upon  the  rose  at 
her  waist  :  she  took  it  from  her  belt  and 
looked  at  it. 

*  Anne  says  God  shows  Himself  in  every- 
thing ;  I  will  take  this  rose  as  a  sign.  It 
seemed  to  call  to  me  while  I  read  the 
letter  ;  if  it  still  has  not  dropped  when  I 
come  back,  I  will  take  it  as  a  sign  that  the 
evil  will  soon  be  past.  And  it  has  not 
opened  yet — it  is  hardly  more  than  a  bud  ; 
it  will  not  drop.' 

Suddenly  Lucy  threw  up  her  hands 
above  her  head. 

*  God,  I  take  it  as  a  sign  :  God,  if  I 
might  be  free,  I  could  repent.' 

She  put  the  rose  carefully  back  into  her 
waistband,  and  passed  through  the  hall  out 
into  the  garden,  and  thence  along  the  road 
to  Barhaven.  The  fresh  breeze  blew  about 
her  as  she  walked  ;  the  paling  sunshine 
came  in  long  slanting  beams  over  the  hill 
stretching  before  her  ;  behind  her  the  thick 
gray  clouds    sank    towards   the    sea.     Her 
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spirits  rose  as  she  went  along  ;  a  strange 
exhilaration  coloured  all  her  thoughts ;  the 
air,  floating  past  her,  seemed  to  whisper 
promises  of  hope.  She  did  not  pause  in 
her  rapid  walking  till  she  had  reached  the 
town  and  posted  her  letter ;  then  she  went 
more  slowly  through  the  streets  to  the 
Library,  where  Joel  Hatherden  spent  his 
days. 

She  passed  through  the  large  public 
room  and  entered  a  small  one  leading;  out 
of  it,  on  the  door  of  which  was  written, 
'Librarian.' 

*  Joel,  I  have  come  to  fetch  you 
home.' 

Joel  glanced  up  with  a  smile,  then  bent 
his  head  again. 

'  One  minute,  Lucy.  I  have  something 
to  finish  here.' 

Lucy  sat  dowii  while  he  turned  over 
page  after  page  of  a  catalogue,  making 
notes  and  marks  as  he  went  alono;.  At 
last  he  closed  the  book. 
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*  Do  you  want  to  go  now  ?'  he 
asked. 

*  Joel,  I  believe  you  like  your  books 
much  better  than  me.' 

*  Truly,  Lucy  ?  Well,  I  will  come  now, 
so  as  to  give  you  no  hold  against  me.  But 
this  catalogue — you  see  there's  going  to  be 
a  large  sale  in  London,  and  Mr.  Redmond, 
he  wanted  to  know  what  books  we're  most 
in  need  of.  He's  a  grand  man  ;  he'll  make 
the  Library  a  fine  library  before  he's 
done.' 

*  The  storm  is  quite  over  ;  it  is  a  glorious 
evening.' 

'  Is  it  ?  I'm  very  glad ;  we'll  have  a 
nice  walk  home.  Come,  Lucy,  I'm  ready 
now.' 

On  the  top  of  the  hill  Joel  and  Lucy 
Hatherden  stood  and  looked  back  towards 
the  sunset.  The  bright  clouds  had  shared 
their  glory  with  the  sea,  and  the  reflected 
glow  of  the  sunset  stretched  to  the  furthest 
east. 
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*  I  told  you  it  was  a  splendid  evening/ 
said  Lucy. 

*  Yes,  and  it's  more  than  that/  answered 
Joel  ;   *  it  promises  well.' 

*  It  is  true  ;  it  promises  well  ;  it  is  full 
of  hope.' 

Lucy  raised  her  hand  to  her  waist  and 
felt  for  the  rose. 

'  Joel,  do  you  believe  in  signs  ?' 

*  What  sort  of  signs  ?' 

'  Signs  that  good  is  to  come,  or  evil, 
signs  of  hope — omens.' 

*  I  don't  know  ;  it  seems  to  me  we're 
not  to  look  for  signs  nowadays  ;  it's  all  a 
matter  tor  Providence,  I  take  it.' 

*  Yes,  Providence,  that's  what  I  mean, 
Providence  can  give  signs.' 

*  God  sent  a  sign  in  the  old  days  to 
Gideon,  and  He  could  do  as  much  now, 
no  doubt ;  but  He  doesn't  seem  to  work  by 
signs  in  our  time,  by  all  I  hear  and  know.' 

'  Yet  He  might,'  said  Lucy.  '  I  believe 
in  signs.' 
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When  she  reached  home,  she  put  her 
rose  in  water ;  the  outer  petals  were  be- 
ginning to  turn  brown,  but  the  flower  was 
firm  and  whole. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

On  Saturday  morning  Lucy  Hatherden  set 
out  alone  from  Little  Hollow.  She  took 
her  way  inland  over  the  downs  towards 
a  narrow  valley  winding  between  steep 
hills.  Her  face  was  pale  with  excitement ; 
her  eyes  were  bright  with  restless  hope;  in 
her  hand  she  carried  a  withered  rose. 

The  valley,  when  she  reached  it,  was 
still  with  the  stillness  of  utter  solitude  ; 
she  waited,  walking  to  and  fro,  half 
relieved,  half  impatient,  to  find  the  time 
was  not  yet.  Ten  minutes  passed  away  ; 
the  feeling  of  relief  became  lost  in  grow- 
ing suspense ;  each  slowly  gliding  moment 
seemed  slower  than  the  last.  At  last,  at  the 
top  of  the  sloping  sweep  of  green,  a  figure 
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showed  itself:  it  stood  for  a  minute  look- 
ing round  at  the  stretch  of  hills,  then 
sauntered  down  towards  the  valley.  Lucy 
stopped  her  restless  walking,  and  stood 
still,  her  right  hand  clasped  over  the  hand 
that  held  the  rose.  Martin  Wace  drew 
near  and  stood  before  her  with  his 
usual  awkward  air,  half  insolent,  half 
abashed. 

*  Good-morning,'  he  said,  taking  off  his 
hat  and  wiping  his  brow.  '  It's  terribly 
hot  this  morning,  and  these  hills  are  hard 
walking  when  you're  used  to  streets.' 

'  What  is  my  part  of  the  bargain  ?'  was 
all  Lucy  answered. 

*  You're  in  a  great  hurry  !  I  must  get 
my  breath  before  I  can  say  much.' 

*  Yes,  I'm  in  a  hurry.  What  is  your 
new  plan  ?' 

*  Well,  it  wants  to  be  explained  gradually. 
It's  very  advantageous  to  you.  You  saw 
that  from  the  letter  ?' 

*  Tell  me  the  plan.' 
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'  I  think  I'll  sit  down  a  bit ;  we're  not 
used  to  these  rough  hills  in  London.' 

Martin  Wace  sat  down,  and  twisted  his 
handkerchief  in  his  fingers  as  he  spoke. 

'  I'd  better  begin  at  the  beginning, 
perhaps.' 

Lucy  made  no  reply;  she  still  stood  with 
her  hand  clasped  over  the  rose ;  her  eyes 
looked  steadily  at  the  downcast  face  beneath 
her. 

*  I'm  thinking  of  making  a  fresh  start  in 
life,'  Martin  Wace  went  on  ;  '  I've  tried 
several  things ;  I've  tried  the  law,  and  I've 
tried  the  City — in  various  branches.  But  so 
far  I've  been,  so  to  say,  an  underling,  and 
I've  a  fancy  to  try  being  master.' 

^Wellr      Go  on.' 

The  man  looked  up  for  a  moment, 
startled  by  the  concentrated  eagerness  of 
the  low  voice  above  him. 

'  It's  no  good  trying  to  drive  me,'  he 
said  sullenly.  *  I  must  have  my  time  ;  it's 
my  way  of  putting  things.' 
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He  cast  down  his  eyes  again,  and  went 
on  with  his  former  slow  utterance. 

*  I've  a  fancy  for  being  master,  and  I've 
the  chance  of  a  good  opening.  It's  a  first- 
rate  business  I've  got  the  chance  of,  and 
anyone  with  his  wits  about  him  'Id  soon 
be  a  rich  man ;  I  could  hold  a  good 
position,  I  could,  and  with  my  education,  I 
don't  feel  disposed  to  keep  on  living 
amongst  the  lower  classes,  when  I  might 
be  a  gentleman.  You'ld  benefit  by  it  too  ; 
the  higher  I  am,  the  higher  you'ld  be.' 

*  I  don't  understand ;  your  position  can 
make  no  difference  to  me.' 

'  It  can,  though,  as  you'll  see  by-and-by, 
if  you'll  only  wait  a  bit.  It's  like  this,  you 
see — the  business  wants  capital,  and  I've 
got  no  capital  to  speak  of.' 

The  man  paused  for  a  minute,  but  Lucy 
said  nothing,  and  presently  he  went  on  : 

'  Now,  so  far,  you've  paid  an  allowance, 
50  much  a  year.' 

'  Not  to  you,'  Lucy  broke  in,  *  to  your 
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mother.      It  will  cease  at  her  death ;  you 
have  no  claim  upon  me/ 

*  We  needn't  talk  about  claims/  said 
Martin  Wace.  *  I  didn't  come  here  to 
argue  ;  what  I've  come  for  is  to  propose  a 
plan,  and  what  you've  got  to  do  is  to  agree 
to  it,  or  to  set  me  against  you.  It  isn't  a 
question  of  claims,  it's  a  question  of  who's 
strongest.' 

Lucy's  hand  closed  more  tightly  round 
the  rose. 

*  Go  on,'  she  said  in  a  low  voice. 

*  An  allowance  is  all  very  well,'  con- 
tinued Martin  Wace,  '  but  if  you  was  to 
die  or  mother  was  to  die — though  she's 
much  better,  as  I  said — there  might  be 
awkwardnesses,  and  mother  'Id  like  me  to 
be  provided  for.  Now  there's  a  way  of 
settling  matters,  once  and  for  all,  and  no 
more  disputes  or  bother  ;  and  my  plan  is 
for  you  to  hand  me  over  the  capital.' 

*  Then  your  plan  is  out  of  the  question. 
Such  a  thing  is  impossible.' 
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*  You  would  get  the  agreement  in  ex- 
change, and  nobody  'Id  have  any  more  hold 
over  you.' 

*  It  is  impossible.  You  must  know  that 
I  could  not  do  it.' 

Lucy  walked  a  few  paces,  looked  up  at 
the  calm  sky  above  her,  pressed  her  hands 
against  her  breast,  turned,  and  walked  back 
again. 

*  Listen,'  she  said,  bending  over  the  man 
still  seated  on  the  grass,  '  I  would  do  it, 
cruel  and  unfair  as  it  is,  I  would  do  it — if 
I  could.  I  do  not  care  for  the  money,  and 
I  would  give  it,  I  would  give  anything  I 
had  the  power  to  give,  willingly,  for  the 
sake  of  being  free.  But  I  dare  not.  You 
must  see,  even  while  you  propose  it  to  me, 
you  must  see  and  know  that  I  cannot  do  it. 
How  could  I  give  you  the  capital,  when 
my  husband,  when  my  son  know  that  I 
have  it  ?  What  reason  could  I  give  ? 
What  excuse  could  I  make  ?  It  has  been 
hard  enough  to  manage  to  pay  the  allow- 
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ance ;  and  if  my  husband  had  been  other 
than  he  is,  I  could  never  have  done  it. 
But  this — don't  you  see  that  the  freedom 
you  offer  would  serve  only  to  raise  up  a 
crowd  of  doubts  and  suspicions  about 
me  ?' 

'  Yes,  I  see  that — if  the  money  was  to 
be  handed  over  without  a  why  or  a  where- 
fore/ 

'  Then  why  did  you  ask  me  to  come 
here  ?  And  why  do  you  waste  time  in 
proposing  an  impossible  plan  ?' 

'  I  haven't  come  to  the  end  of  the  plan 
yet.  You'll  find  I'm  not  one  to  waste  my 
time  ;  it'll  all  come  clear  at  the  end. 
Would  you  think,  now,  I  was  a  marrying 
man  ?' 

'  I  have  never  thought,  but  I  don't  see — 
can't  you  keep  to  what  matters  ?' 

*  It  matters  a  good  deal  ;  that's  just  it. 
I  want  a  wife  when  I  begin  business  ;  I 
want  to  settle  down  stylish  and  respectable ; 
and  wife  and  business  hang  together.' 
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*  You  mean  that  you  cannot  marry  unless 
I  give  up  to  you  all  that  I  possess  ?  Even 
if  it  is  so,  it  does  not  make  it  any  the  more 
possible  for  me  to  do  it.' 

*  That  depends  upon  the  wife.' 
'  How  ?' 

Martin  Wace  got  up  from  the  grass,  and 
began  to  walk  slowly  to  and  fro. 

*  The  first  time  ever  I  came  to  see  you, 
I  passed  the  remark  that  your  stepdaughter 
was  a  good-looking  girl/ 

*  My  stepdaughter  P  What  has  that ?' 

'  Yes,    I    remarked    her    then,   and    I've 

taken  occasion  to  observe  her  many  times 
since.  I  can't  say  I've  had  any  conversa- 
tion with  her  beyond  a  good-morning  and 
so  on,  but  she  takes  my  fancy  ;  there's 
something  genteel  about  her ;  and  I'm 
sure  she  and  I'ld  make  a  good  job  of  it 
together.' 

Lucy  Hatherden  watched  the  young 
man  as  he  strolled  leisurely  backwards  and 
forwards,  and  the  bewilderment  in  her  face 
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gave  way  slowly  to  a  look  that  was  almost 
terrified. 

'  The  only  thing  I  object  to,'  Martin 
Wace  went  on,  '  is  her  name ;  it's  a 
common,  country-sounding  sort  of  a  name, 
is  Dinah.  But  it's  easy  to  change  a  name, 
and  I  should  call  her  Gwendoline  —  or 
Dora,  perhaps,  as  it  begins  with  a  D,  the 
same  as  her  own.' 

Lucy  made  a  step  forward. 

*  Do  you  mean — do  you  actually  mean 
to  suggest  that  you  should  —  marry  my 
daughter  ?' 

*  Yes,  that's  my  meaning.  I've  put  it 
pretty  plain,  haven't  I  r  The  money 
comes  as  her  dowry,  so  it's  all  fair  and 
square,  and  a  piece  of  plain  sailing,  as  they 
say.' 

*  Then  your  plan  is  more  utterly  im- 
possible, even,  than  it  seemed  before.  I 
could  never  consent  to  it,  never  agree  even 
to  consider  it.' 

*  It's  a  good  deal  of  money,  I  know  ;   I 
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thought  perhaps  you'ld  make  a  stand 
against  it ;  but  it'ld  seem  a  graceful  act 
after  your  husband  taking  pity  on  you  like 
he  did  ;  and  after  all,  you  can't  really  want 
it,  living  in  this  out-of-the-way  place 
here.' 

'  You  do  not  understand — I  suppose  you 
cannot ;  the  giving  the  money  has  nothing 
to  do  with  it.' 

'  That's  all  very  fine  ;  but  if  it  isn't  the 
money,  what  is  it  ?' 

'It's  you,  yourself — you.  Do  you 
suppose  for  an  instant  that  I  would  agree 
to  think  of  Miss  Hatherden  marrying  such 
a  man  as  you  ?' 

The  young  man  stood  still,  and  his 
sallow  face  flushed. 

*  Oh  it's  that,  is  it  ?  You  don't  think 
I'm  good  enough  ?' 

*  You  are  so  utterly  beneath  her  in  every 
way,  that  the  idea  even  of  such  a  thing,  is 
one  I  cannot  conceive.' 

'  Beneath  her  ?      Beneath   the    daughter 
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of  a  farmer  or  whatever  he  is  ?  Or  per- 
haps it's  yourself  your  thinking  of;  I'm 
not  good  enough  to  be  son-in-law  to ' 

'  Hush  !  You  know  I  am  not  what  you 
would  like  to  think  me.' 

'  You  may  or  you  may  not  be  ;  but  I 
shouldn't  care  to  be  in  your  place  if 
mother  was  to  speak  out.' 

The  fear  grew  strong  in  Lucy's  eyes  ; 
her  voice  took  a  tone  of  entreaty. 

*  You  must  not  think  of  this  plan,  indeed 
you  must  not.  I  will  help  you  as  much  as 
I  can — with  money  ;  I  will  do  all  that  is 
possible,  I  will  give  you  everything  I  can, 
and  the  little  that  I  have  saved  from  time 
to  time.  But  this — indeed  I  told  you  the 
truth — it  is  impossible.  The  child  does 
not  know  you,  nor  does  her  father,  nor 
anyone  ;  you  are  a  stranger  to  us  all — to 
me,  too,  as  far  as  they  know.  You  must 
see  that  it  could  never  be.' 

*  I  like  the  girl,  I  tell  you,  and  I  like  the 
plan,  and  I  mean  to  have  a  try  for  it.      Of 
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course  I  don't  expect  her  to  marry  me 
straight  off;  girls  is  mostly  shy,  or  pretends 
to  be,  and  you  have  to  do  a  bit  of  courting 
before  they  come  round.  But  Tm  not 
new  at  the  business,  Fve  had  some  ex- 
perience ;  and  I  haven't  generally  found 
them  too  backward.' 

There  was  a  half-smile  on  the  man's  face 
as  he  ended  ;  his  wounded  vanity  was 
healed  as  he  recalled  his  past  triumphs. 
Lucy  Hatherden  shrank  away  from  him. 

'  She  is  different,  my  daughter  is  different, 
from  the  women  you  have  known.  Believe 
me,  your  plan  is  impossible.' 

*  Well,  it's  got  to  be  tried  anyhow,  and 
you've  got  to  do  your  part.' 

*  What  do  you  call  my  part  ?' 

*  You've  got  to  use  your  influence,  to 
stand  up  for  me,  to  persuade ' 

*  I  cannot  do  it,'  Lucy  broke  in  ;  '  it  is 
useless  ;   I  will  not  do  it.' 

'  You  must  do  it.  Look  here,  I've 
made  up  my  mind,  and  if  you  don't  do  as 
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I  say,  out  comes  the  whole  thing,  and  you 
take  your  chance.* 

*  But  if  I  go  on  paying  you,  if  I  promise 
to  go  on  always,  if  I  give  you  all,  every- 
thing I  can,  keeping  only  just  a  little,  so 
that  I  have  not  to  ask  my  husband  for 
money  ?  if  I  do  this,  surely  you  will  give 
up  this  plan  !  It  cannot  advantage  you  in 
the  end  to  drive  me  to  despair  !' 

'  There's  no  need  for  despair;  you've  only 
got  to  do  what  I  tell  you,  and  that's  simple 
enough — to  begin  with,  at  any  rate.' 

Lucy  turned  away. 

'  I  cannot  do  it.' 

She  came  back  a  step  or  two. 

*  What  is  it  you  want  me  to  do — to 
begin  with  ?' 

*  I'm  going  to  take  up  my  quarters  in 
the  village,  and  I  shall  come  and  call  at 
Little  Hollow.  You  must  give  me  a  bit 
of  a  welcome,  and  introduce  me  to  the 
family.  I  mean  to  come  pretty  often  the 
next  week  or  two.' 
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*  And  if  I  refuse  ?* 

*  Well,  I  shall  ask  your  husband,  and 
your  son,  perhaps,  to  come  up  to  London, 
and  have  a  chat  with  mother.' 

The  woman  with  her  frightened  eyes 
looked  all  round  at  the  bare,  lonely  hills, 
then  back  to  the  stolid  face  before  her. 

*  But  if  I  did  it,  if  you  came  and  I — I 
gave  you  every  opportunity  to  see  my 
daughter,  it  does  not  follow  that  you 
would  succeed ;  after  all,  you  might  not 
succeed.' 

*  I'll  take  my  chance  of  that.' 

*  Yes,  but  still,  if  you  should  fail  ?  what 
then  r 

*  It  depends  ;  you  can  do  a  good  deal, 
you  know,  and  if  I  don't  succeed,  owing  to 
not  being  properly  backed  up,  it  might  be 
the  worse  for  you.  But  we  needn't  talk 
of  that  just  now;  I  don't  want  to  be  too 
hard  upon  you,  and  all  you  have  to  do  at 
present  is  to  give  me  a  welcome  when  I 
call.' 
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Lucy's  head  dropped  forward  on  her 
breast. 

'  When  do  you  come  ?' 

*  I  shall  call  to-morrow,  in  the  after- 
noon.' 

*  Wait  till  Monday.  They  don't  receive 
visitors  about  here  on  Sundays,  and  on 
Monday — my  son  will  have  gone.' 

'  Your  son  ?  Well,  perhaps  it  will  be  as 
well  to  wait.     That's  settled  then  ?' 

Lucy  did  not  answer ;  she  stood  with 
her  eyes  upon  the  ground ;  she  made  no 
sign  that  she  heard  the  question.  Martin 
Wace  watched  her  for  a  little  while. 

*  I  shall  come,'  he  said  :  '  it's  your  con- 
cern how  I'm  received.' 

He  walked  away  up  the  hillside,  looking 
back  now  and  again  at  the  motionless 
figure  below. 

Lucy  did  not  stir  till  he  had  disappeared 
over  the  brow  of  the  hill ;  then,  still  with- 
out raising  her  head,  she  moved  forward 
slowly    along    the    valley.       Suddenly    her 
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glance  fell  upon  the  withered  rose  which 
she  still  held  firmly  clasped  in  her  hand. 
With  a  cry  she  flung  it  away  from  her. 

*  The  sign  was  false  ;  God  mocks  at  me. 
He  has  no  pity ;   why  should  I  repent  ?' 

She  walked  on  more  rapidly,  her  face 
set,  her  eyes  half  closed,  hating  to  see  the 
sunlight  :  behind  her  the  scattered  petals 
of  the  rose  were  carried  hither  and  thither 
by  the  breeze. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

As  Lucy  drew  near  to  Little  Hollow  her 
footsteps  lingered ;  slowly  and  yet  more 
slowly  she  went ;  and  w^hen  at  last  she 
reached  the  garden  gate,  she  stood  with  her 
hand  upon  the  latch,  fearing  to  enter. 
Within  the  garden,  beneath  the  branches  of 
the  beech-tree,  Dinah  sat  on  a  low  seat ; 
on  the  grass  at  her  feet  lay  Jim  Saryll  look- 
ing up  into  her  face ;  Lucy  could  hear  the 
murmur  of  their  voices  as  they  talked.  At 
last  she  raised  the  latch  and  passed  through 
the  gate  :  at  the  sound  of  her  footsteps  on 
the  gravel,  Jim  looked  round  and  sprang  to 
his  feet,  and  Dinah,  rising  from  her  chair, 
came  forward  by  his  side  to  meet  her.  The 
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girl's  head  was  bent  a  little,  and  the  colour 
came  and  went  in  her  face  :  the  man  held 
himself  proudly,  and  his  eyes  were  full  of 
rejoicing. 

'  Mother,  we  have  been  waiting  for  you,* 
said  Jim.  He  took  Lucy  by  the  hand  and 
led  her  over  to  the  beech-tree.  '  Sit  down  ; 
we  have  something  to  tell  you,  Dinah 
and  I.' 

Lucy  glanced  up  at  him  quickly,  then 
drew  in  her  breath  and  held  it  while  she 
looked  from  his  face  to  Dinah's,  half  hidden 
as  she  knelt  beside  her. 

*  You  need  not  look  so  frightened, 
mother.'  Jim  laughed.  '  It  is  nothing 
so  very  terrible.' 

*  Tell  me — quickly,  Jim.' 

'  Can't  you  guess  ?'  asked  Jim. 

Dinah  put  her  face  close  to  the  pale  face 
with  the  parted  lips. 

'  Mother,  surely  you  can  guess !' 

Lucy  tried  to  speak,  but  her  voice  died 
away  again. 
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*  You  must  tell  me,'  she  said  at  last,  in  a 
whisper. 

'  It  is  nothing  very  new  that  we  have  to 
tell,'  said  Jim ;  ^  it  is  only  the  saying  it 
that  is  new.  You  must  have  seen,  you 
must  have  known,  that  from  the  time  I 
first  came  here,  I  have  wanted  Dinah  for 
my  wife/ 

Lucy's  eyes  were  cast  down ;  she  still 
spoke  in  a  whisper. 

'  Yes — I  had  forgotten — but  yes,  I  noticed 
— I  had  thought  it.'  She  raised  her  head. 
'  And  Dinah  ?'  she  said,  looking  into  the 
girl's  face.     '  What  does  she  say  V 

*  Oh  mother,'  Dinah  answered,  '  you 
need  not  look  at  me  like  that,  you  need 
not  be  afraid.  What  could  I  do  but  love 
him  ?  I  love  him  as  well  as  you  could 
wish.' 

Lucy  looked  at  the  two  young  faces  ; 
she  tried  to  smile,  she  tried  to  speak  ;  but 
the  misery  within  her  was  more  than  she 
could    master,    and    suddenly   she    covered 
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her  face   with   her  hands  and  broke  forth 
into  bitter  weeping. 

*  Mother,  what  is  it?  What  has  hap- 
pened?    What  have  we  done?' 

'  It  is  nothing.' 

For  a  time  the  sobs  would  have  their 
way,  for  a  time  Lucy  could  not  control  the 
violence  of  her  emotion  ;  at  last,  looking 
up,  she  tried  once  more  to  smile,  and  her 
voice,  quivering  and  broken,  spoke  through 
her  tears. 

*  It  is  nothing.  It  is  only  that  I  am  not 
well  to-day ;  I  have  walked  too  far  and 
tired  myself,  and  the  news  came  suddenly, 
and — it  seemed  more  than  I  could  bear.' 

'  But  you  are  glad  ?  surely  you  are  glad  ?' 
Dinah  asked,  with  pleading,  doubtful 
face. 

'  Oh  yes,  I  am  glad,  I  am  very  glad. 
That  is  why — don't  you  know  one  often 
cries  when  one  is  glad  ?' 

*  And  you  must  have  known,'  said  Jim, 
*  that  it  would  come  to  this.' 
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*  Ah,  I  might  have  known  !' 

*  You  must  have  been  very  bUnd,  I  think, 
if  you  did  not  know.' 

There  was  a  moment's  silence  ;  then  Jim 
said,  half  smiling  and  half  wistfully  : 

*  You  have  not  wished  us  joy,  mother. 
Will  you  not  say  some  word  of  good-will, 
of — blessing  ?' 

Lucy  rose  from  her  chair,  and  put  her 
arms  round  her  son's  neck,  and  let  her 
head  lie  on  his  breast,  as  it  had  lain  the 
day  of  their  first  meeting. 

'  Jim,'  she  said,  '  I  would  bless  you — if 
I  could,  if  I  dared,  if  I  might.  But  I  am 
afraid  ;  it  seems  to  me  that  evil  follows  me ; 
I  fear  lest  my  blessing  should  turn  into  a 
curse.' 

*  Do  not  speak  so,  you  must  not  speak 
so  ;  you  have  many  who  love  you  to  stand 
between  you  and  evil.  Give  me  your 
blessing,  mother  ;  I  do  not  fear  the  evil 
that  you  dread.' 

*  My  son,  may  God  bless  you  ;  you  are 
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pure  and  good  ;  surely,  in  His  justice,  God 
will  keep  you  from  the  evil  !' 

Lucy  raised  herself  and  went  over  to 
Dinah  and  put  her  hands  on  the  girl's 
shoulders. 

*  Dinah,  I  would  make  you  happy  if  I 
could.  All  the  years  that  I  have  lived 
with  you,  I  have  tried  to  make  your  life 
free  and  happy,  as  the  life  of  a  girl  should 
be  ;  now,  still,  I  would  make  you  happy — 
if  I  could,  if  I  only  could  !' 

She  bent  forward  and  kissed  the  wonder- 
ing face,  then  turned  and  went  quickly  into 
the  house. 

The  young  man  and  the  girl  stood 
and  looked  at  each  other  silently  for 
a  while. 

*  What  is  it,  Jim  ?'  asked  Dinah  at  last. 
*  Why  is  it  that  mother  seems  so  strange 
and — and  frightened  almost  sometimes  ? 
And  just  now  too,  when  I  thought  she 
would  be  so  pleased.' 

'  She  has  had  a  great  sorrow  in  her  life,' 
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the  young  man  answered  gravely,  '  a  great 
sorrow  and  a  great  fear  ;  it  haunts  her  and 
troubles  her  yet.' 

'  I  knew  she  had  had  a  great  sorrow,  but 
I  thought  it  was  past  long  ago,  that  it  was 
quite  over  now/ 

'  It  is  over,  but  the  shadow  of  it  stays. 
Dinah,  it  is  something  you  will  have  to 
know  about  before  we  are  married,  and 
perhaps  it  will  make  a  difference  to  you, 
perhaps  it  may  come  between  us.' 

'  Why  should  it  ?' 

*  Because  you  might  not  care — there  is 
a  sort  of  slur  upon  my  name.' 

*  You  can  do  as  you  like,'  said  Dinah, 
*  you  can  tell  me  what  it  is,  or  you  need 
not  tell  me.  Whatever  it  is,  it  can  make 
no  difference  ;  nothing  can  come  be- 
tween us.' 

Then  the  lovers  sat  down  again  beneath 
the  tree,  and  talked  of  themselves  and  of 
the  long  sweet  life  before  them,  till  by- 
and-by  Lucy  came  out  of  the  house  again, 
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and  called  to  them.  The  colour  had  come 
back  to  her  face,  and  her  eyes  were  bright  ; 
she  carried  a  basket  in  her  hand. 

*  Come  and  help  me  to  pick  flowers/ 
she  said.  *  The  house  must  be  bright  and 
gay  with  flowers,  in  honour  of  what  has 
happened  to-day.  We  will  pick  all  we 
can  find  ;  the  autumn  is  coming  and  we 
need  not  save  them.  But  to-day  is  still 
summer,  and  it  shall  be  a  gala  day.' 


CHAPTER  XV. 

It  was  Monday  afternoon.  The  day  was 
sultry,  and  heavy  clouds  lurked  in  the 
borders  of  the  sky  ;  in  the  fields  the 
labourers  worked  hard  to  get  the  last  loads 
of  corn  carried  safely  in  ;  the  swallows 
tiew  close  to  the  ground ;  the  wind  was 
dead. 

Lucy  Hatherden  stood  by  the  garden 
gate  and  watched,  looking  now  along  the 
road  that  led  to  Sleepy  Dale,  and  now 
towards  the  hill.  At  last,  through  the 
still  air,  came  the  sound  of  a  measured 
tread,  and  then  round  the  curve  of  the  road 
a  man's  figure  showed  itself.  Lucy  walked 
away  from  the  gate  and  sat  down  on  the 
seat  under  the  beech-tree.      She  bent  her 
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head  over  her  embroidery,  and  she  did  not 
look  up  when  Martin  Wace  reached  the 
gate,  raised  the  latch,  and  entered ;  but 
when  he  was  half-way  up  the  path  leading 
to  the  house,  she  rose  and  went  towards  him. 

*  Will  you  come  and  sit  down  under  the 
tree  ?'  she  said. 

She  led  the  way  back  to  the  seat  : 
Martin  Wace  followed  her  and  sat  down 
by  her  side.  He  looked  about  him  for  a  few 
minutes,  while  Lucy  once  or  twice  seemed 
about  to  speak,  yet  still  kept  silence. 

*  Where's  the  young  woman  ?'  he  asked 
at  last. 

*  Miss  Hatherden  is  out ;  I  expect  her 
back  by-and-by.'  Then  Lucy  dropped  her 
voice  and  spoke  quickly.  *  I  wanted  to 
see  you  alone,  I  wanted  to  tell  you  that 
your  plan  is  no  good,  that  you  must  think  of 
something  else,  that  I  have  no  power  to  do 
anything  in  the  matter,  that  it  is  utterly 
useless  for  you  to  come  here.' 

'  And  why,  may  I  ask  ?      I  thought  we'd 
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come  to  an  understanding.  You  were  to 
do  your  part,  and  as  for  its  being  of  use  or 
no  use,  that's  my  look-out/ 

'  I  know,  but  it  was  different  then,  on 
Saturday.  I  did  not  know  till  I  got  home 
— though  I  might  have  known,  I  might 
have  thought  of  it  and  told  you  ;  but  I 
did  not  know,  and  I  did  not  think  of  it  at 
the  time.  But  now  I  must  tell  you,  and 
you  will  see  that  you  have  no  chance. 
Miss  Hatherden  is  to  be  married  to  my 
son/ 

Martin  Wace  did  not  answer  ;  Lucy, 
glancing  up  at  him,  saw  that  his  heavy 
face,  red  and  moist  with  the  heat,  was 
dark  with  anger. 

*  I  should  have  told  you,'  she  said 
timidly,  *  I  should  have  told  you  that  such 
a  thing  was  likely.  You  must  think  of 
some  other  plan  ;  you  see  that  I  am  power- 
less to  help  you  in  this.' 

Martin  Wace  brought  down  his  clenched 
fist  on  his  knee. 
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*  Do  you  think  I  care  for  your  son  ?*  he 
said,  '  do  you  think  I'm  indined  to  let  him 
and  his  love-making  come  between  me  and 
my  plans  ?  Why  should  I  ?  Why  should 
I  stand  by  and  let  him  carry  all  before 
him  ?  He's  always  had  the  best  of  it,  and 
me  the  worst  ;  it's  always  been  me  under- 
neath and  him  above,  all  our  lives.  It's 
my  turn  now,  and  I've  no  fancy  for 
knuckling  under ;  I  see  no  reason  for 
changing  my  plans  ;  I'm  as  good  a  man  as 
him  ;  and  it's  to  your  interest  to  be  on  my 
side.' 

Lucy's  embroidery  dropped  from  her 
trembling  hands. 

'  Oh  no,  oh  no,'  she  said,  *  you  will  not 
have  the  cruelty — I  will  do  anything,  any- 
thing. But  this — it  must  be  useless,  it  can 
do  nothing  but  bring  misery.' 

*  What  do  I  care  for  misery  ?  I  win  or  I 
lose  ;  it  can't  hurt  me  ;  it's  you  —  here 
she  is.' 

Dinah    had   just   entered    the    gate,  and 


DINAH  45 

was  coming  slowly  towards  the  beech- 
tree  ;  she  stopped  and  hesitated  when  she 
saw  that  Lucy  was  not  alone.  Martin 
Wace  rose,  and  looked  from  the  girl  to  the 
woman. 

*  Dinah,'  said  Lucy,  going  forw^ard  and 
speaking  in  a  low,  hurried  tone,  *  this  is 
Mr.  Wace,  my  —  friend  from  London. 
He  is  staying  in  the  village,  and  has  come 
to  see  us.' 

*  Good-afternoon,  miss.' 

Martin  Wace  raised  his  hat  clumsily  ; 
he  had  held  out  his  hand,  but  it  dropped 
again  by  his  side. 

'  Good-afternoon,'  answered  Dinah.  '  I 
remember  seeing  you  before  ;  I  am  glad  to 
see  you  again,  if  you  are  mother's  friend.' 
She  turned  to  Lucy.  '  I  am  rather  tired  ; 
I  think  I  will  go  in.' 

She  moved  towards  the  house  :  Lucy 
followed  her. 

*  No,  do  not  go ;  it  will  be  a  help  to  me 
if  you  will  come  and  talk  to  Mr.  Wace.' 
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*  I  will  come  if  you  like  ;  it  is  only  that 
I  have  just  said  good-bye  to  Jim,  and  I  did 
not  feel  as  if  I  should  care  for  strangers. 
But  if  you  like,  I  will  stay.' 

*  Yes,  stay.  I  am  tired,  and  not  able  to 
talk  to  him  much,  and  if  you  would  be 
polite  to  him,  it  would  help  me.' 

*  Of  course  I  shall  be  polite.  How 
could  I  be  rude  to  anybody  who  is  your 
friend  ?' 

Dinah  went  back  to  the  tree  and  sat 
down. 

*  You  come  often  to  Sleepy  Dale.  It  is 
not  many  weeks,  I  think,  since  you  were 
here  before  ?' 

'  Yes,  I  keep  on  coming  back.  You're 
surprised,  I  dare  say.' 

*  Oh  no,  I  am  not  at  all  surprised.  Why 
should  I  be  ?' 

*  Well,  it's  a  dull,  countrified  place,  you 
see,  to  anyone  accustomed  to  London  ;  and 
there's  no  parade,  or  any  attractions  for 
visitors.' 
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*  I  have  never  been  to  London,  and  I 
don't  know  what  a  parade  is ;  but  it  seems 
to  me  very  natural  that  people  should  like 
to  come  to  Sleepy  Dale.' 

'  And  so  it  is,  miss,  so  long  as  you 
reside  in  the  neighbourhood.' 

Dinah  looked  up  quickly  and  glanced 
from  the  complacent  face  opposite  her  to 
the  pale,  half-hidden  one  beside  it. 

*  Miss  Hatherden  is  not  used  to  compli- 
ments,' said  Lucy  hurriedly  ;  ^  you  will  do 
well  to  abstain  from  them.' 

*  That  comes  of  being  buried  in  the 
country.  She'ld  soon  get  used  to  them  in 
London ;  and  she'ld  hear  plenty,  I'll  be 
bound.' 

Dinah's  face  flushed ;  she  was  vexed, 
hardly  knowing  why  ;  but  after  a  minute 
she  spoke  again. 

'  Are  you  a  good  walker,  Mr.  Wace  ? 
There  are  many  fine  walks  about  here 
among  the  hills.' 

'  Well,   I   can't   say   I'm    one  for   much 
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exercise.  I  mostly  take  a  turn  in  the  Park 
of  a  Sunday,  but  I'm  not  over  fond  of 
tramping  about.  Not  but  what  in  pleasant 
company,  I  have  no  objection  to  a  bit  of  a 
stroll.  Now  if  you  would  do  me  the 
honour ' 

'  It  must  be  tea-time,'  Lucy  broke  in. 
*  Dinah,  what  is  the  time  ?  Surely  tea 
must  be  ready  !' 

'  It  wants  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  the 
time  yet,  mother.' 

'  Tell  Phoebe  that  we  will  have  it  at 
once,  to  get  it  ready  at  once,  unless  ' — 
Lucy  paused  a  moment — '  unless,  perhaps, 
Mr.  Wace  will  not  be  able  to  stay.' 

*  I  can  stay.' 

'  Then  go,  Dinah.' 

When  Dinah  had  disappeared  into  the 
house  Martin  Wace  turned  to  the  woman 
by  his  side. 

'I'm  to  be  treated  civilly,  remember, 
whenever  I  choose  to  come  here.' 

Lucv  answered  him  impetuously  : 


DINAH  49 

'  It  does  not  matter  how  you  are  treated. 
Whatever  I  did,  it  would  be  all  the  same  ; 
your  own  ways  and  speeches  would  make 
the  girl  hate  you  ;  the  more  she  sees  of 
you,  the  more  hopeless  it  will  be.  You  had 
better  give  it  up  at  once ;  whatever  comes 
of  it,  you  will  never  get  your  way/ 

*  I  will  never  give  it  up  ;  it's  not  my 
way  to  give  up  ;  I  go  through  to  the  end. 
If  I  do  not  get  my  way,  I  will  get  some- 
thing else,  I  will  do  what  I  said  I  would 
do.' 

Lucy's  lips  quivered  ;  she  still  sewed  on 
with  great  unsightly  stitches,  not  seeing 
what  she  did,  but  struggling  for  com- 
posure. 

*  If  you  do  that,'  she  said  at  last,  '  if  you 
do  your  worst,  you  lose  all  that  you  gain 
by  leaving  me  in  peace — you  lose  the 
money.' 

^  I  know  what  I'm  about ;  you  need  not 
think  about  that ;  all  you've  got  to  think 
about  is  that  you  must  either  help  me,  or  take 
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the  consequences.     Say  quick — which  is  it 
to  be  ?     Will  you  help  me,  or  not  ?* 

At  last  Lucy  looked  up :  the  face  beside 
her,  coarse,  animal  heavy,  was  set  in  lines 
of  sullen  determination  ;  in  it  was  no  sign 
of  relenting,  no  trace  of  pity.  As  she 
looked,  the  faint  courage  that  had  been  in 
her  eyes  faded  out  of  them  :  abject  terror 
looked  forth  alone,  saw  only  death  in  all 
the  outer  world,  and  sank  back  into  her 
soul. 

*  Shall  I  tell  ?'  the  man  began. 

The  woman  raised  one  shaking  hand. 

*  Hush  '/  she  said  under  her  breath  ;  *  I 
will  help  you.' 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

A  FORTNIGHT  passcd  away.  On  a  still 
September  afternoon  Lucy  Hatherden  sat 
by  an  open  window  and  looked  forth  on 
the  garden  and  the  fields  beyond.  A  glow 
of  sunshine  still  lingered  in  the  valley,  but 
grew  each  minute  fainter,  for  the  sun  had 
reached  the  brow  of  the  hill,  and  soon 
would  sink  behind  it.  Idle,  Lucy  sat,  and 
gazed  forth  at  the  peaceful  scene ;  yet  her 
eyes  took  no  comfort  from  the  flowers  or 
the  fields  or  the  quiet  hill  ;  her  outward 
vision  was  blinded  as  she  sat  and  thought, 
and  her  inward  vision  looked  on  scenes 
that  held  no  hope  of  peace.  All  at  once 
she  started  :  far  ofi^,  through  the  still  air, 
she  seemed  to  hear  a  sound.      She  listened. 
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Yes,  it  was  a  sound  that  came  nearer  and 
grew  distinct — the  sound  of  running  feet. 
Then  Lucy's  breath  came  fast  and  her  face 
flushed  and  paled,  and  she  said  : 

*  It  is  over  now/ 

Through  the  garden  gate,  flung  wide 
open,  came  Dinah,  quickly  up  the  path, 
through  the  open  door  into  the  house, 
and  into  the  hall  where  Lucy  sat.  She 
flung  herself  down  by  Lucy's  side,  and 
kneeling,  clung  to  her. 

'  What  is  it,  Dinah?' 

'  That  man ' 

*  Yes,  what  is  it  ?' 

*  He  says,  he  has  dared  to  say ' 

*  What — has  he  said  ?' 

'  He  said — he  has  asked  me  to  marry 
him.' 

There  was  a  silence.  Dinah's  breath 
came  quick  and  gasping  in  her  agitation  ; 
Lucy  breathed  quickly  too. 

*  And  that  has — displeased  you  so  ?' 

*  Yes.'       The    girl    half    raised    herself, 
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and,  still  kneeling,  looked  up  into  Lucy's 
face.  *  Mother,  day  after  day  I  have  seen 
him,  spoken  to  him,  walked  with  him 
over  the  hills  and  paths  where  I  have 
walked  with  Jim,  because  you  told  me 
he  had  been  your  friend,  because  you  told 
me  he  would  not  stay  here  long.  Because 
he  was  your  friend  I  would  not  speak,  I 
would  not  tell  you  how  I  shrank  from 
him,  how  his  ways  displeased  me,  how 
his  words  offended  me  ;  I  bore  it — I  think 
because  of  something  in  your  eyes  that 
asked  me  to  bear  it ;   but  to-day * 

*  To-day?' 

*  To-day  I  am  sorry  that  I  did  it,  sorry 
that  I  did  not  turn  from  him  at  once.' 

'  Yet  you  should  hardly —  Is  it  a  fault 
in  him  that  he  should  want  to  marry  you  ?' 

*  Yes,  it  is  a  fault ;  it  is  horrible — horrible 
that  he  should  say  he  loves  me.  He  ? 
When  Jim  loves  me  !  Mother,  don't  you 
see  that  it  is  dreadful  to  be  loved  by  a 
man  like  that  ?' 
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Lucy  shivered  slightly.  *  I  see.  Yes, 
it  is  dreadful/ 

'  And  he,  when  I  told  him,  he  said  that 
I  had  made  him  believe  I  was  willing  to 
marry  him,  and  that  he  would  not  take 
me  at  my  word,  and  that  he  would  not 
give  me  up.  He  said  he  still  would  marry 
me,  and  that  I  should  find  I  would  be  his 
wife  at  last.* 

Dinah  sank  down  again  ;  again  she  hid 
her  face,  again  she  clung  to  Lucy,  as 
though  she  clung  for  safety  from  some 
danger  she  was  not  strong  enough  to 
combat  alone. 

*  Did  he  frighten  you,  Dinah  ?' 

*  Yes,  he  frightened  me.  What  can  I 
have  done  that  he  should  have  dared  to 
speak  to  me  like  that  ?  should  have  dared 
to  say  that  he  had  a  better  right  to  me  than 

Jim  ?  should  have  dared Mother,  I  will 

write  to   Jim   and  ask  him   to  come  back 
at  once.' 

'  No,  no,  Dinah,  you  must  not  indeed — 
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I  mean,  it  would  be  hardly  wise.  Jim  is 
hot  -  tempered,  as  you  know,  and  be- 
sides  * 

*  Besides  what  ?' 

*  You  are  quite  sure  that — you  have 
quite  decided  to  marry  Jim  ?' 

*  Mother,  what  can  you  mean  ?  Can 
you  have  any  doubt  that  I  love  Jim  with 
all  my  heart  ?  that  my  love  for  him  has 
come  to  be  the  chief  thing  in  my  life  ?' 

Lucy  clasped  her  hands  :  she  did  not 
look  at  Dinah,  but  out  through  the  open 
window  where  the  dusk  was  making 
quiet  way. 

'  Ah  no,'  she  said,  *  I  cannot  doubt.' 
Then,  after  a  minute,  she  turned  her  head 
again.  '  Dinah,  day  after  day,  there  is 
something  I  have  meant  to  tell  you  for 
the  last  few  weeks  ;  day  by  day  I  have 
put  it  off,  saying — to-morrow  ;  but  now  I 
will  not  put  it  off  any  more.  I  should 
have  told  you  when  Jim  first  asked  you  to 
be  his  wife,  but  I  am  a  coward — I  would 


56  A    VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS 

always  rather  hide  from  what  I  fear  than 
face  it ;  and  so  I  put  off  telHng  you.  But 
now  I  will  tell  you  ;  perhaps  when  you 
have  heard  it,  you  will  not  want  to  marry 
Jim  any  more/ 

*  Jim  said  there  was  something/  Dinah 
answered,  '  but  you  need  not  tell  me  if  you 
do  not  like  ;  it  can  make  no  difference/ 

*  I  told  him  I  would  tell  you,  and 
now  I  must ;  I  must  do  everything  I 
can/ 

*  Everything  you  can  ?  I  don't  under- 
stand.     What  do  you  mean,  mother  ?' 

'  No  matter  what  I  mean ;  I  hardly 
know  myself.  Stay  quietly  where  you 
are,  Dinah  :  I  don't  want  you  to  look  at 
me  while  I  speak/ 

Dinah,  sitting  on  the  tloor,  laid  one  arm 
across  Lucy's  lap,  and  bent  her  head'  on 
the  arm. 

*  I  will  stay  so,'  she  said. 

*  I  must  go  back  to  things  that  happened 
long   ago,'   Lucy  began,  *  I   must  go  back 
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first  of  all  to  the  time  when  I  was  quite  a 
child,  not  more  than  ten  years  old.  My 
father  died  then  ;  my  mother  was  left 
alone  with  me.  She  cared  chiefly  for 
riches  and  pleasure  ;  she  was  left  with 
poverty  and  me.  I  was  brought  up — 
we  lived  an  odd,  wandering  sort  of  life 
altogether — I  was  brought  up  to  marry.' 

*  To  marry  ?    How  do  you  mean  ?' 
The  head  was  raised  from  the  arm  ;   the 

eyes  looked  up  wide  and  questioning. 

'  Just  that.  Put  your  head  down  again, 
Dinah.  You  have  lived  in  a  world  that  is 
out  of  the  world,  and  it  is  difficult  for  you 
to  understand,  but  I  mean  just  what  the 
words  say  ;  the  one  aim  of  my  life  was  to 
find  a  husband — a  rich  one,  of  course.  I 
succeeded — admirably  ;  the  man  I  married 
was  very  rich.  He  was  also  very — but 
that  does  not  matter  now.' 

'  Did  you  love  him  very  much  ?' 

*  No.  I  have  told  you  often  that  there 
are  many  difl^erent  worlds  :   in  the  world  I 
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lived  in   then,  people  often  married  with- 
out love/ 

*  And  didn't  he  love  you  either  ?' 

*  He — he  bought  me,  and  he  gave  me 
his  name ;  I  was  very  pretty  when  I  was 
sixteen  ;  as  love  goes  in  the  world  I  lived 
in  then,  I  dare  say  he  thought  he  loved  me 
when  he  married  me — and  for  a  month  or 
two  afterwards.  I  was  quite  happy  at 
first ;  I  had  a  good  deal  of  my  mother's 
nature  in  me,  and  I  enjoyed  the  easy  life 
and  the  having  everything  I  wanted  ;  and 
then,  when  Jim  was  born,  I  was  happier  still. 

*  All  went  on  fairly  well  for  the  next  five 
years  ;  my  husband  had  ceased  to  pretend 
to  care  for  me,  but  I  did  not  mind  that ;  I 
had  everything  I  wanted,  and  I  amused 
myself  in  my  own  way.  About  that  time 
my  mother  died  ;  and  it  was  soon  after  her 
death,  I  think,  that  my  husband  began  to 
treat  me  badly.  I  don't  know  why  it  was, 
and  I  hardly  remember  how  it  began,  but 
instead  of  merely  neglecting  me,  he  seemed 


DINAH  59 

to  take  a  positive  pleasure  in  thwarting  me 
and  seeing  me  suffer.  I  need  not  tell  you 
what  he  did,  nor  how  we  drifted  farther 
and  farther  apart  ;  but  at  last,  when  he  had 
cut  me  oif  from  society,  admiration,  all  the 
things  I  cared  for,  had  given  up  the  house 
in  London  and  made  me  live  all  the  year 
at  Raynfold,  had  left  me  nothing  to  interest 
myself  in  but  my  child  ;  then,  when  Jim 
was  ten  years  old  he  took  him  from  me 
too.  He  sent  the  child  to  school,  and 
made  him  pass  his  holidays  with  his  grand- 
father in  Yorkshire,  saying  that  he  would 
probably  be  his  heir  and  it  was  better  for 
him  to  grow  up  knowing  the  place  and  the 
people  about,  than  to  get  interested  in 
Raynfold,  which  is  a  smaller  and  less 
valuable  property.  When  I  complained, 
he  said  he  did  not  like  my  way  of  bringing 
up  the  child  ;  and  his  family,  who  had  been 
angry  at  his  marriage  and  had  never  liked 
me,  took  his  part. 

*  Another    five    years     went    by.       My 
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husband,  amongst  his  other  characteristics, 
numbered  a  love  of  drink  :  it  had  hardly 
been  noticeable  when  I  married  him ;  it 
increased  as  time  went  on — and  it  increased 
rapidly.  At  the  beginning  of  those  five 
years  when  he  sent  Jim  away  I  had  begun 
to  hate  him ;  at  the  end  of  that  time  I 
loathed  him  too.' 

Lucy  paused  :  Dinah,  without  looking 
up,  moved  a  little  and  kissed  the  clasped 
hands  resting  near  her  head,  then  laid  her 
head  down  again.  The  chill  of  autumn 
was  in  the  air  ;  outside  the  leaves  made  a 
gentle  rustling  as  a  low  wind  stirred  them  ; 
the  dusk  had  dimmed  the  outer  world. 
Lucy  Hatherden  sat  silent  for  awhile  in 
a  world  where  all  was  distinct  and  clear ; 
then  went  on  with  what  she  had  to 
tell. 

'  It  was  an  autumn  evening  that  ended 
it  all,  later  on  in  the  year  than  this — in 
October.  I  was  sitting  in  my  boudoir ;  I 
was  all  alone  ;   I  was  utterly  weary  of  my 
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loneliness.  My  husband  had  been  out 
shooting;  as  I  sat,  I  heard  him  come  in. 
I  heard  him  swearing  at  the  servants  in 
the  hall  below  ;  then  I  heard  him  stumb- 
ling up  the  stairs.  As  I  listened,  my  face 
was  towards  the  window  ;  I  remember  the 
look  of  the  sky  ;  it  was  grey — a  moving 
grey,  for  the  wind  was  rising,  and  the  half- 
stripped  trees  in  the  park  swayed  to  and 
fro.  I  heard  the  uncertain  steps  come 
along  the  passage  to  my  room  :  they 
entered,  and  I  turned  from  the  window  to 
my  husband.  I  knew  what  he  would 
look  like,  I  knew  his  mood  would  be 
sullen  and  his  words  foul ;  and  it  was  as  I 
knew  it  would  be  ;  he  stood  a  few  yards 
away  from  me  and  railed  at  me  in  sense- 
less anger.  His  shooting  cap  was  still  on 
his  head,  his  gun  was  in  his  hand ;  he 
leaned  the  gun  against  a  table  near  at 
hand.  I  moved  back  ;  he  followed  me  ; 
he  stumbled  against  the  table  ;  he  and  the 
gun  fell  to  the  ground  together.' 
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Dinah  looked  up  as  Lucy  paused,  but 
the  question  on  her  hps  died  away  un- 
uttered  ;  there  was  such  a  strange  look  in 
the  eyes  above  her,  such  a  pallor  on  the 
face.  Then,  at  last,  a  sigh  came  from 
Lucy's  lips. 

*  He  was  dead  when  they  came  and 
lifted  him  up,'  she  said.  Glancing  down- 
wards, she  met  Dinah's  gaze.  '  Lay  down 
your  head,  hide  your  face  from  me.'  She 
bent  her  head  low  over  the  head  upon  her 
knee  ;  she  whispered  very  softly.  *  They 
said  I  did  it.' 

'Mother!' 

In  an  instant  Dinah  was  erect,  facing 
the  pale  face  with  the  fading  light  upon 
it. 

'  Oh  mother !  how  could  they  dream — 
dare  to  think  of  such  a  thing  ?' 

'  Because  ' — the  wan  face  in  the  wan 
light  was  quivering  ;  the  lips  moved  with 
an  effort ;  the  words  came  slowly — '  be- 
cause  they  said   the   shot    could   not   have 
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entered — the  position  of  the  wound — I  do 
not  understand.  And  I  waited — I  do  not 
know  how  long,  but  in  my  horror  I 
waited  there  alone  ;  I  did  not  call  at  once 
for  help.     It  was  all  against  me/ 

Dinah  came  forward. 

'  You  must  have  suffered  !  Poor,  un- 
happy mother,  you  must  have  suffered  all 
this  time,  and  I,  in  my  thoughtlessness, 
never  knew.' 

'  It  is  quite  soon  enough  for  you  to 
know.'  Lucy  put  her  hand  upon  the  girl's 
wrist.  *  Don't  you  see  now  what  it  means 
to  marry  Jim  ?' 

'  Yes.' 

*  You  see  that  there  is  a  good  reason 
why  you  should  not  marry  him  ?' 

*  I  see  that  there  is  a  good  reason  why  I 
should.' 

*  It  does  not  change  you  ?  It  has  made 
no  difference,  this  that  I  have  told  you  ?' 

*  No,  only  that  I  love  you  more — and 
him.' 
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'  It  has  made  no  difference  ;  what  I 
have  told  her  has  made  no  difference  !* 
Lucy  turned  away  and  walked  to  the  other 
end  of  the  darkened  room.  '  I  knew  it 
would  not,  I  knew  it  would  be  no  use/ 

Dinah  followed  her. 

*  What  is  it  you  say,  mother  ?  Did  you 
think  it  could  make  a  difference  ?  Don't 
you  know  that  I  have  loved  you  from  the 
moment  on  that  evening  long  ago,  when  I 
rose  from  kneeling  beside  Aunt  Anne,  and 
saw  you  standing  near  me  sweet  and  beauti- 
ful ?  Don't  you  know  that  my  love  has 
grown  with  my  growth,  and  strengthened 
with  my  strength  ?  that  my  thoughts 
gathered  about  your  son  before  I  saw  him, 
because  he  was  your  son  ?  that  my  heart 
went  out  to  him  first,  because  he  was  your 
son  ?  that  now  that  I  love  him  because 
he  is  himself,  has  become  part  of  myself, 
I  still  love  him,  besides  and  apart  from 
that,  and  love  him  in  this  moment  more 
than  ever  I  have  loved  him  yet,  because  he 


DINAH  65 

is  your  son  ?  You  have  shown  me  that 
you,  his  mother,  have  suffered,  and  suffer 
still  ;  you  have  shown  me  that  the  great 
outside  world  that  I  do  not  know,  that 
now  I  never  want  to  know,  has  heaped 
upon  you  cruelty  and  wrong ;  you  have 
shown  me  that  now  is  the  time  to  draw 
nearer  to  you  yet,  and  to  prove  to  you,  if 
there  is  need  of  proof,  that  I  love  you  and 
trust  you  perfectly.' 

'  Ah,  now  is  the  time !' 

Lucy  still  was  half  turned  away. 

'  Mother,  long  ago  I  made  a  vow,  on 
that  same  evening  that  I  spoke  of  just 
now,  a  vow  to  love  you  always.  It  was  a 
child's  vow,  but  I  have  never  forgotten  it ; 
it  has  stayed  in  my  heart,  and  grown  as  my 
heart  has  grown.  I  have  kept  it — very 
easily ;  and  I  shall  keep  it — always.  I 
think  there  is  nothing  through  which  I 
would  not  stand  by  you,  nothing  I  would 
not  do  to  help,  or  save,  or  comfort  you.' 

'Nothing?  You  do  not  know.   Nothing?' 

VOL.  IT.  19 
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*  Nothinir  that  I  can  think  or  dream  of. 
And  that  being  so,  you  must  see  that  what 
you  have  told  me  now  cannot  change  in 
any  way  my  hope  to  be  Jim's  wife/ 

*  No,  I  see  it  cannot,  I  see  it  has  made 
no  change  in  any  way/ 

*  Then  there  is  nothing  more  to  be  said : 
we  understand  each  other  now.' 

*  Yes.  Dinah  leave  me  now.  I  want  to 
be  alone.' 

Dinah  went  softly  away  upstairs  to  her 
own  little  room  in  the  roof,  and  watched 
from  the  window  there  the  night's  cloudy 
birth.  I>ucy  listened  till  the  soft  footfalls 
ceased,  then  crossed  the  dusky  hall  and 
stole  out  of  the  house.  By  the  gate  she 
drew  back  ;  some  shrubs  grew  near  it ;  she 
crouched  behind  them. 

Joel  Hatherden  came  along  the  road  and 
through  the  gateway  ;  he  paused  within  it, 
seeming  to  feel  his  wife's  presence ;  he 
called  in  a  low,  doubtful  voice  : 

*  Lucy  !' 
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There  was  no  answer.  Joel  moved  on  up 
the  path  and  entered  the  house  :  when  the 
door  was  closed  behind  him,  Lucv  came 
forth  from  her  hiding-place  and  passed  on 
into  the  road. 

It  was  almost  night  when  Lucv  Hather- 
den  returned  ;  she  walked  with  bent  head ; 
the  last  faint  daylight  showed  the  outline 
of  her  form,  but  the  night  hung  about  her 
face  and  veiled  her  eves. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

The  quiet  of  night  had  closed  about  Little 
Hollow.  In  the  sky  the  moon,  large,  full, 
and  yellow  with  a  harvest  glow,  rode 
splendid  amidst  lightly  drifting  clouds ;  the 
wind,  mute  amongst  the  trees,  stirred  now 
and  again  and  whispered  in  the  branches, 
then  sank  back  into  silence. 

Dinah  Hatlierden  lay  wakeful  in  her 
bed.  The  scenes  of  the  past  day  rose  up 
before  her,  clear,  vivid,  persistent ;  the  tale 
that  Lucy  had  told  her  repeated  itself  in 
her  ears  ;  the  face  of  Lucy  as  she  told  it 
looked  at  her  from  the  moonlit  patches  on 
the  wall,  and  from  the  corners  where  the 
darkness  crouched  ;  and  in  the  background 
the  figure  of  Martin  Wace  stood  inefface- 
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able  upon  the  hillside,  and  his  voice  joined 
in  with,  and  jarred  against  Lucy's  voice. 
Fevered  and  restless,  Dinah  sat  up  in  bed, 
rose  from  her  bed,  went  to  the  window, 
and  looked  out  on  the  moonlight  night. 
\''ery  quiet  it  was,  very  gentle  and  peace- 
ful ;  very  brightly  the  moonlight  streamed 
down  upon  the  sloping  garden,  very  softlv 
the  clouds  passed  over  the  moon's  face. 
The  peacefulness  of  the  scene  cahiied  the 
girl's  restless  mood,  and  brought  relief  to 
her  excited  brain  ;  gradually,  as  she  stood 
there,  the  haunting  visions  faded,  and  other 
thoughts  came,  glad  and  comforting  ;  as  at 
last  she  turned  again,  with  lingering  feet, 
towards  her  bed,  she  was  thinking  only  of 
her  lover's  face,  and  how  next  week  would 
bring  him  back  to  her.  She  lay  down  in 
bed  again  and  fell  asleep. 

But  sleep,  coming  first  in  friendly  guise, 
soon  changed,  and  became  a  torment ;  the 
haunting  thoughts  and  visions  that  had 
been  banished  for  a  time,  came  back  again 
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in  dreams,  distorted,  confused,  terrifying. 
It  seemed  to  Dinah  that  she  wandered 
through  strange  rooms  and  along  lonely 
ways  ;  and  always  Lucy  seemed  to  follow 
her,  and  always  she  knew  that  Martin  Wace 
was  near  ;  and  the  fear  that  comes  only  in 
dreams  was  upon  her,  and  the  weird, 
grotesque  unrealities  of  dreams  ran  riot 
amidst  well-known  scenes  of  daily  life. 
She  woke  with  a  start.  Her  heart  was 
beating  wildly ;  an  intense  wakefulness 
came  suddenly  after  the  restless  sleep ;  her 
sense  of  sight  and  hearing  seemed  to  be 
preternaturally  keen  :  and  yet  there  was 
nothing  to  see,  for  the  small  room,  with 
the  bar  of  moonlight  stretched  across  it 
from  the  window,  looked  just  as  it  always 
looked ;  and  there  was  nothing  to  hear,  for 
silence,  complete  and  ponderous,  lay  heavy 
about  her  and  outside  the  house  and  over 
the  fields  and  hills.  Dinah  started  up  in 
bed,  then  sank  back  quickly,  and  lay  with 
eyes   that    would    not  close  and  dared  not 
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look ;  the  dream  horror  was  upon  her  still ; 
she  knew  not  what  she  feared,  yet  feared 
with  a  nightmare  fear.  Then  the  terrors 
of  her  childhood  rushed  back  upon  her, 
and  the  old  half-forgotten  dreams  became 
real  to  her  once  more.  Once  more  the 
devil  had  power  to  draw  near  in  bodily 
presence  ;  once  more  the  shadowy  form 
that  her  childish  imagination  had  shrunk 
from  defining  clearly,  her  vague  conception 
of  the  Scarlet  Woman,  seemed  to  hover 
about  her  ;  once  more  the  idea  recurred, 
that  if  she  turned  her  eyes  to  the  tiny 
window  by  the  door,  she  would  see  there  a 
face,  pale  and  ghost-like,  looking  in  upon 
her.  Vainly  she  tried  to  drive  away  her 
fears ;  she  could  not  break  the  spell  that 
lay  upon  her  :  yet  gradually  waking  reason 
asserted  itself  against  the  legacy  of  sleep, 
and  bit  by  bit  determination  grew  till  it 
was  strong  enough  to  say  :  I  will  rise  up 
in  bed,  I  will  turn  to  the  window  and 
look. 


72  A    VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS 

So  Dinah  raised  herself,  and  sat  up,  and 
with  a  quicker  beating  of  the  heart,  turned 
her  head  towards  the  Httle  window  by  the 
door.  Then  the  great  silence  of  the  night 
was  broken  by  a  cry,  low  and  quivering. 
The  dream  fear  had  become  reality  ;  the 
waking  horror  of  this  strange  night  tran- 
scended the  horror  of  sleep  ;  in  one  minute 
all  the  fears,  all  the  superstitions,  all  the 
visions  that  had  ever  tortured  Dinah's  mind 
and  made  her  childish  nights  a  suffering, 
seemed  to  be  drawn  together,  and  proved 
to  be  things  not  of  fancy  but  of  substance. 
For  at  the  little  window,  lighted  faintly  by 
the  moon's  faint  light,  a  face  looked  in 
upon  the  room,  a  face  pale  and  ghost-like, 
pressed  close  against  the  panes,  with  eyes 
that  seemed  to  the  terror-stricken  eyes  of 
the  girl  to  look  towards  her  bed. 

The  broken  silence  closed  again  ;  after 
the  one  cry,  Dinah  sat  motionless  and 
dumb.  The  face  moved  from  the  window  ; 
there  came  a  low  tap  at  the  door. 
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Then  Dinah  knew  that  the  face  was  not 
a  ghost  face  ;  now  that  she  saw  it  no 
longer,  she  knew  it  for  what  it  was ;  and 
now  that  the  superstitious  horror  was 
swept  away,  a  sense  of  near  calamity,  real 
and  powerful,  rose  up  within  her — she 
felt  that  she  was  close  to  something  that 
must  be  met  and  battled  with.  She  rose, 
went  to  the  door,  and  opened  it ;  outside 
on  the  landing,  almost  hiddeii  in  the 
darkness,  stood  Lucy  Hatherden.  Dinah 
said:  *  Come  in;'  and  Lucy  entered  the 
room. 

Lucy  went  over  to  the  bed,  halt 
crouched,  half  kneeled  beside  it,  and 
lowered  her  head  between  her  hands ; 
Dinah  followed  her  and  sat  on  the  bedside 
near  her  ;  the  strip  of  moonlight  passed 
over  the  figure  on  the  floor,  and  touched 
one  fold  of  Dinah's  garment,  whitening 
still  more  its  whiteness. 

The  girl  bent  her  head  and  said  : 

'  Whv  have  you  come  ?' 
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Lucy  answered  without  moving. 
'  I  have  not  told  you  all.' 
'  What  more  have  you  to  tell  ?' 
Lucy  looked  up  and  clasped  her  hands 
about  the  girl's  knees. 

'  Do  you  truly  love  me  ?' 

*  I  love  vou,  mother.' 

Lucy  bent  down  again,  and  waited  a 
little  before  she  spoke :  Dinah  sat  quite 
still. 

'  I  did  not  tell  you  this  afternoon,'  Lucy 
began,  '  anything  about  Janet  Wace.  I 
thought  perhaps  I  might  not  have  to  speak 
of  her,  if  after  what  I  told  you  then,  you 
had  not  still  wished  to  marry  Jim ;  but 
now ' 

*  Don't  you  want  me  to  marry  him  ?' 
said  Dinah  ;  *  do  you  mean  that  you  wa?ited 
me  to  change  V 

'  I  hardlv  know  what  I  want.  Hear  me, 
and  judge  then.  When  I  first  married,' 
Lucy  went  on,  *  we  lived  for  a  time  in 
London.      I  had  been  married  five  months 
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when  I  went  to  Raynfold  for  the  first  time, 
and  then,  for  the  first  time,  I  saw  Janet 
Wace.  She  was  a  sort  of  housekeeper; 
she  said  she  was  a  widow,  and  my  husband 
told  me  she  was  a  widow  ;  she  had  one 
child,  a  boy,  who  lived  in  the  village.  I 
did  not  notice  her  at  first ;  it  was  some 
time  before  I  understood  that  she  hated 
me/ 

*  Why  should  she  hate  you  ?' 

'  Never  mind  ;  it  does  not  matter  now 
why  ;  but  she  did  hate  me,  and  she  watched 
me  ;  not  in  a  way  that  I  could  openly  com- 
plain of,  but  constantly.  I  told  you  I  was 
fond  of  admiration,  and  I  was  high-spirited 
when  I  was  young,  and  I  think  she  hoped, 
and  my  husband  hoped — but  that  does  not 
matter  ;  her  watching  came  to  nothing — 
then.  But  it  went  on — all  my  married 
life ;  I  think  she  thought  that  if  she 
watched  long  enough  and  close  enough 
she  would  be  able  to  harm  me  at  last. 
She  was  right ;   the  chance  came.' 
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Lucy  paused ;  the  bar  of  moonlight, 
moving  as  the  moon  moved,  fell  now 
more  directly  upon  Dinah,  less  fully  on 
the  crouching  figure  beside  her. 

*  At  the  time  of  my  husband's  death,' 
the  low  voice  went  on,  *  Janet  Wace 
was  ill — or  said  she  was  ill  ;  for  a  week 
before  it  she  had  not  left  her  room  ;  for  a 
week  after  it  she  kept  in  bed.  I  have  told 
you  how  it  happened,  his  death ;  I  have 
told  you  that  when  he  lay  there  on  the 
floor,  I  stood  in  a  panic  of  horror  and  fear, 
and  did  not  call  or  go  for  help  at  once. 
But  I  did  not  tell  you  ' — Lucy's  voice  rose 
and  sank  away  again — *  I  did  not  tell  you 
what  happened  while  I  stood  there,  dazed 
and  terrified.' 

*  Must  you  tell  me,  mother  ?' 

*  I  must.  Dinah,  the  moon  is  very 
bright  to-night,  brighter  than  it  has  ever 
been  here,  away  amongst  the  hills.' 

*  Not  brighter,  I  think,  than  the  full 
moon  alwavs  is  when  the  skv  is  clear.' 
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'  Yes,  much  brighter ;  only  once  before 
I  have  seen  it  bright  Hke  this — when  I  was 
shut  up  alone,  that  time  they  judged  me; 
it  streamed  in  upon  me  one  night,  and  it 
was  bright  like  this.  It  frightens  me  when 
it  is  so  bright,  and  yet — I  think  the  dusk — 
it  is  not  so  bad  as  the  dusk.  It  was  in  the 
dusk  that  it  happened ;  it  was  in  the  dusk 
that  I  stood  and  looked  at  him  lying  before 
me,  and  knew  that  he  was  dead ;  it  was  in 
the  dusk  that  I  raised  my  eyes  to  the  mirror 
on  the  wall  that  faced  me,  and  saw  my  own 
face,  and  did  not  know  it  for  my  face,  and 

saw The   door   was   behind  me  as    I 

stood,  the  mirror  was  in  front ;  as  I  looked 
in  the  mirror,  I  saw  that  the  door  was 
open ;  not  much,  hardly  more  than  a  foot's 
space.  From  that  space  mirrored  eyes 
met  my  eyes  ;  for  one  instant  the  face  of 
Janet  Wace  looked  in  upon  me.  It  was 
gone  at  once,  but  I  knew  it  had  been 
there  ;  though  I  tried  to  cheat  myself  and 
think  it  had  been   fancy,   I    knew   in    my 
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heart  that  what  I  had  seen  was  real,  and 
I  knew  that  I  was  in  her  power  at 
last/ 

*  But  how  ?  She  could  not  harm  you.' 
'  Yes,  she  could  harm  me.  I  feared  her 
then,  hardly  knowing  why ;  not  knowing 
what  they  would  say,  not  dreaming  they 
would  think — what  I  told  you  this  after- 
noon. Afterwards,  when  I  knew,  then  I 
knew  too  that  the  look  on  her  face  had 
meant :  I  will  bear  witness  against  you.' 
'  But  she  could  not — false  witness  ?' 
'  Would  she  care  ?  she  had  striven  so 
long  against  me.  Well,  she  was  not  called 
as  a  witness.  Each  new  face  that  came  to 
condemn  me,  I  thought  would  be  her 
face  ;  each  time  when  the  little  break  came 
in  the  long  tale  against  me,  I  said — It  will 
be  now.  But  she  never  came  ;  her  illness, 
her  having  had  nothing  to  do  with  the 
household  at  the  time,  her  knowing 
nothing  of  the  circumstances,  was  the 
reason    she    was    not    called    amongst    the 
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Other  servants.  It  was  then,  when  T 
found  that  the  witnessing  was  over  and 
that  she  had  not  come  forward  against 
me,  it  was  then  that  I  began  to  think  I 
had  been  mistaken  after  all,  and  that  the 
face  I  had  seen  was  onlv  a  fancied  face  ; 
and  then  when  I  knew  I  was  to  be 
free ' 

*  But  you  could  not  have  really  feared  ; 
you  must  have  known  that  the  truth  would 
be  shown  at  last.' 

*  There  was  so  much  that  went  hard 
against  me  ;  the  doctors  —  but  still  they 
could  not  be  quite  sure  ;  and  so  they  let 
me  go.  At  first  I  could  not  believe  that  I 
was  free,  because  of  the  horror  that  had 
fallen  upon  me ;  but  by-and-by  I  began  to 
feel  that  it  was  true  ;  and  then  the  evil 
came.  Dinah,  what  is  that  rustling — 
quite  near,  coming  nearer  ?' 

*  It  is  only  the  wind,  mother,  rustling 
the  trees.' 

*  Only   the  wind  ?     It   sounded  like   the 
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rustling  of  a  dress,  like  the  rustling  that 
made  me  look  round  that  evening.  I  was 
sitting  alone  ;  the  light  was  beginning  to 
fail  ;  I  was  thinking  that  I  would  go 
abroad  for  a  time,  and  travel,  and  drive 
away  the  scenes  of  the  last  few  weeks  with 
new  scenes  ;  and  then  I  heard  a  rustling 
behind  me,  and  I  looked  round,  and  there 
was  Janet  Wace.  I  had  not  seen  her  since 
that  evening  when  I  had  seen  only  her 
mirrored  face  ;  she  stood  there  and  spoke 
to  me ;  and  the  terror  that  I  had  thought 
was  past,  closed  in  upon  me  again.  She 
said  that  she  had  meant  to  come  forward 
and  witness  against  me,  that  she  had  meant 
to  say  she  had  seen  me  take  the  gun  from 
the  table,  seen  me ' 

Lucy  Hatherden  broke  off  with  a  long 
sigh  :  Dinah's  face,  distinct  in  the  moon- 
light, was  pale  as  death. 

*  How  could  she  say  it  ?  how  could  she 
think  of  such  a  thing  ?  if — she  had  not  seen 
it  ?'  she  whispered. 
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'  How  could  she  ?  Dinah,  you  do  not — 
Dinah  ?' 

The  hidden  face  was  raised  an  instant ; 
the  eyes  looked  wildly  at  the  frightened 
eyes  above. 

*  No,  no,  oh,  mother,  no;  I  believe,  will 
always  believe  you — innocent.' 

'  Yes,  I  am  innocent,  I  never  did  it. 
Don't  you  see  that  I  must  have  known 
that  if  I  did  a  thing  like  that,  they  would 
kill  me  too  ?  And  I — you  know  how  I 
fear  death,  how  the  thought  of  it — oh,  you 
must  see  that  I  could  never  have  done  it !' 

'  I  believe  in  you.  Go  on,  and  tell  me 
what  she  said.' 

'  She  said  that  she  had  meant  at  first  to 
destroy  me,  and  that  she  had  spared  me 
only  because  she  knew  my  life  would  be  of 
advantage  to  her  and  her  son.  My  son 
would  be  rich  ;  her  son  was  penniless  ;  my 
death  would  leave  him  penniless  for  ever. 
My  husband  by  a  will  made  at  the  time  of 
our  marriage — a  will  which  he  had  often 
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threatened  to  alter,  but  which  had  not  been 
altered — left  to  me  a  sum  of  money  which 
brought  me  in  about  four  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds  a  year ;  of  that  sum  I  was  to 
pay  her  two  hundred  and  fifty  a  year,  and 
then  her  son  could  be  as  well  educated  as 
mine,  she  said,  and  made  into  a  gentleman. 
I  was  to  sign  a  paper  agreeing  to  make  the 
payment ;  if  I  refused,  she  would  speak 
out,  as  she  called  it ;  and  if  I  failed  to  pay 
the  money  at  any  time,  or  if  I  went  out  of 
England,  or  if  I  moved  from  one  place  to 
another  without  letting  her  know  where  I 
was,  she  would  gpeak  out.' 

*  And  you  signed  the  paper?' 

*  I  signed  the  paper.  How  could  I  do 
otherwise  ?  how  could  I  face  the  fear 
again,  with  the  odds,  so  against  me  before, 
doubly  against  me  now  ?  I  could  not  ;  I 
signed  the  paper ;  I  have  lived  in  bondage, 
in  dread,  ever  since.' 

There  was  a  space  of  utter  stillness  ;  the 
wind  at  rest  amongst  the  trees  stirred  not  a 
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single  leaf;  the  silence  of  the  night  was 
unbroken  by  any  sound  outside,  or  any 
movement  within  the  room. 

Dinah  spoke  at  last. 

'  Martin  Wace  is  her  son.' 

'  Yes.' 

*  And  he  knows.' 

*  Yes.' 

*  And  you  fear  him.' 

*  Yes.' 

Again  the  silence  :  in  Dinah's  heart  long 
years  passed  by  in  those  still  moments  : 
when  she  spoke  again,  the  world  was  no 
longer  as  the  world  she  had  lived  in 
hitherto. 

'  Why  does  he  want  to  marry  me  ?'  she 
asked. 

*  He  says  he  loves  you.' 

'  He  said  so.'  Dinah  shivered.  *  But 
I  mean — apart  from  that  ?' 

Lucy's  face  was  hidden  amongst  the  bed- 
clothes ;  her  smothered  voice  was  hardly 
audible. 
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*  The  money,  all  I  have,  I  must  give  to 
hiin.' 

*  Give  it  to  him,  give  him  all  he  asks  ; 
only  let  him  go  away/ 

Then  Lucy  rose  up  and  threw  out  her 
arms. 

'  How  can  I  give  it  to  him  ?  I  could  not 
hide  from  my  husband  or  my  son  what  I 
had  done.  There  is  only  one  way — to  give 
it  to  you  as  my  gift  when  you  marry.' 

*  To  give  —  me  ?  Mother,  give  the 
money  and  not  me  !  Tell  father  what 
you  have  told  me  now,  tell  Jim  ;  we  will 
stand  by  you,  all  of  us  ;  we  will  shield  you 
and  believe  in  you.' 

*  I  cannot  do  it ;  it  would  be  useless  to 
do  it ;  if  you  will  not  do  as  he  has  said,  he 
will  proclaim  it  to  all  the  world,  the  wicked 
lie  that  has  tortured  me  so  long.  He 
would  not  take  the  money  ;  he  would  not 
take  it  now  without  you ;  he  told  me  so 
this  evening ;  there  is  no  way  but  the  one 
way  to  save  me.' 
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Then  Dinah  too  rose,  and  stood  in  the 
moonhght ;  but  her  arms  hung  by  her 
sides  ;  her  voice,  unHke  Lucy's  voice,  was 
quiet  and  hrm. 

*  I  will  not  do  it,  I  will  not  carry  on  the 
lie,  I  will  not  give  myself  to  this  bad 
man,  I  will  not  desert  and  wound  the 
man  I  love.  I  will  stand  by  you  as  I 
said,  I  will  believe  in  you  and  love  you  ; 
and  our  God  is  a  righteous  God  ;  you 
need  not  be  afraid  ;  He  will  prove  the 
right.' 

*  Dinah,  the  proof  would  be  so  strong. 
What  do  men  care  for  God  or  for  the 
right  ?  Dinah,  you  told  me  you  had  made 
a  vow  —  that  you  loved  me  —  that  you 
would  save  me ' 

'  I  love  vou  ;  I  would  save  vou  if  I 
could  ;  and  you  will  be  saved.  Onlv  be 
brave  ;  you  will  be  safe  in  vour  own 
innocence.' 

*  I  am  selfish,  a  coward  and  selfish,  but 
you    do    not    know    the    terror    of    it,    the 
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helplessness,  the  crowd  of  faces,  the 
horrible  death.  Had  I  been  brave  I  would 
have  killed  myself  ;  but  I  am  not  brave, 
and  I  have  no  help  but  you.' 

Dinah  answered  again,  in  the  same  voice 
as  before  : 

'  I  will  not  do  it ;  I  must  be  true  to 
something  in  myself;  I  will  not  marry 
this  man.' 

Lucy  sank  down  upon  the  floor  again, 
and  laid  her  head  at  the  girl's  feet,  and 
clasped  her  hands  about  them. 

*  Dinah,  Dinah,  you  do  not  know ! 
Have  you  no  pity  ?  Will  you  not  think 
of  it — give  me  time  ?' 

There  was  a  pause,  and  then  Dinah  said 
once  more  : 

*  I  cannot  do  it.' 

Lucy  rose  to  her  feet,  and  for  awhile 
the  woman  and  the  girl  stood  silent,  their 
dim  faces  confronting  one  another ;  then 
Dinah  went  slowly  to  the  door,  and  opened 
it,  and   held   it  open.      She  did    not  speak, 
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and  Lucy  did  not  speak  ;  silently  the 
woman  passed  out  through  the  doorway 
on  to  the  little  landing  ;  and  Dinah  closed 
the  door  behind  her. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

All  through  the  long  day  a  heavy  silence 
hung  about  Little  Hollow.  Lucy  and 
Dinah,  going  about  their  ordinary  tasks, 
said  now  and  again  to  each  other  ordinary 
words,  that  seemed  to  them,  as  they  spoke 
and  heard,  to  bear  another  sound,  another 
sense,  than  the  sense  and  sound  they  usually 
bore.  It  was  only  very  seldom,  only  when 
necessary,  that  the  words  were  spoken;  but 
every  sentence  that  Lucy  said  seemed  to 
carry  within  it  the  plea:  Will  you  not  save 
me  ?  and  in  each  speech  that  Dinah  made, 
her  voice  seemed  to  answer  back  :  I  will 
not  do  it.  The  day  was  very  sultry,  the 
heavy  air  hardh'  stirred,  the  languid  clouds 
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hung  irresolute  ;  foreboding  seemed  to  fill 
the  valley  and  lie  upon  the  hills. 

Joel  Hatherden  came  home  earlier  than 
usual. 

*  There's  not  much  doing  to-day,'  he 
said,  *  and  it's  melting  close  over  there  in 
Barhaven  ;  so  I  thought  I'ld  come  home 
and  put  a  clean  shirt  on,  and  go  and  see 
Anne  ;  it's  some  time  gone  by  since  I  went 
and  sat  with  her  a  bit.  Will  you  come 
with  me,  Lucy  ?' 

'No,  Joel,  not  to-day.  And  yet — I 
will  walk  with  you  a  little  way.' 

The  husband  and  wife  set  out  in  silence, 
going  slowly  up  the  little  rising  piece  of 
road  towards  the  fields. 

'  It's  terribly  close,'  remarked  Joel 
presently,  pausing  to  draw  a  deep  breath. 

*  Yes,  it's  close,  and  it's — Joel,  it's  as  if 
all  the  gloom  and  the  misery  in  the  world 
was  about  Sleepy  Dale  this  evening,  and 
was  pressing  us  down.' 

*  It's  the  electricity  in  the  air,'  said  Joel. 
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*  There's  thunder  about,  I'll  be  bound,  and 
that's  what  makes  you  feel  so.' 

*  It's  like  the  feeling  before  the  Last  Day,' 
Lucy  went  on  ;  *  it's  like  this  the  sky  will 
be,  and  the  air  with  no  wind  in  it,  and 
everything  looking  dead  and  still,  when  the 
trumpet  will  be  heard,  and  the  people  will 
cry  to  the  hills  to  fall  on  them.  I  shan't 
cry  to  the  hills,  Joel.' 

*  No,  no,  you  and  I'll  be  lying  over 
yonder,  side  by  side,  in  one  grave,  and 
please  the  Lord  we'll  rise  up  hand  in  hand, 
and  stand  waiting,  fearing  nought.' 

Lucy  made  a  little  scornful  sound,  that 
was  half  a  laugh. 

*  I  shan't  cry  to  the  hills,'  she  repeated  ; 
'  it  wouldn't  be  any  good.  The  hills  can't 
hear,  the  hills  couldn't  fall ;  there's  nothing 
will  hide  you  away  from  judgment.' 

*  Lucy,  what  is  it  ?  There's  something 
ails  you,  surely,  to-night  ?' 

*  What  is  it  ?  How  can  I  tell  ?  It's 
the  thunder,  perhaps,   as  you  say,  or  per- 
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haps  a  presentiment  that  evil  lies  before 
me.  I  cannot  tell  you  ;  you  must  wait 
and  see — whether  the  evil's  real,  or  whether 
it's  the  thunder.' 

Lucy  looked  straight  before  her  as  she 
spoke  :  Joel  glanced  at  her  sideways,  and 
went  on  without  further  speech.  On 
through  the  fields  they  went,  where  the 
stubble  lay  yellow  and  bare,  or  the  autumn 
grass  was  coarsening;  then  down  into  the  dip 
that  sheltered  Sleepy  Dale,  on  through  the 
village,  and  past  the  school-house  and  the 
church.  When  the  road  lay  lonely  again 
before  them,  and  no  roofs  rose  against  the 
lowering  sky,  Lucy  stopped  and  said  : 

*  I  will  leave  you  here.' 

*  You  will  not  come  on  and  see  Anne  ?' 

*  No,  oh  no ;  I  could  not  see  Anne 
now.' 

Lucy  stood  silent  a  moment,  and  then 
spoke  again. 

*  Joel  !' 

*  Yes.'     The  man  with  his  gentle,  half- 
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anxious  face,  waited  a  little.     *  Yes.     What 
is  it,  dear  ?' 

*  Joel,  the  road  we  have  walked,  the  way 
we  have  come  to-night,  it  was  the  first 
walk  we  ever  took  together.' 

*  I  know,  Lucy  ;  there's  no  need  to  mind 
me  of  it.' 

*  You  remember  it  ?  How  we  walked, 
saying  nothing,  as  we  have  walked  nearly 
all  the  way  to-night  ?' 

'  I  remember  it  all  very  well.' 

*  I  felt  that  you  had  saved  me  then ;  I 
knew  I  ought  to  have  let  you  go  ;  and  yet 
— I  could  not  let  you  go.' 

*  I  had  something  to  say  to  it  too  ;  I 
would  not  go.' 

'  If  I  had  loved  you  then,  I  think  I 
would  not  have  clung  to  you.  Do  you 
remember  that  night,  before  I  yielded, 
while  I  still  struggled,  though  I  knew  I 
should  yield  at  the  last,  do  you  remember 
that  I  told  you  then  I  did  not  love  you  ?' 

*  I  remember  well.' 
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*  Do  you  remember  how,  when  we  had 
reached  the  gate  of  Little  Hollow,  and 
stood  there  close  together,  and  the  night 
seemed  to  shut  us  away  from  the  world, 
how  I  said  to  you  that  I  took  your  love 
and  your  life  to  stand  as  a  shield  between 
my  past  and  me  ?' 

*  I  remember  it  ;  I  remember  all  that 
you  said  that  night,  and  the  sound  that 
was  in  your  voice.' 

*  Joel,  if  I  had  loved  you  then,  if  I  had 
but  loved  you  then,  I  might,  coward  and 
selfish  as  I  am,  I  might  have  let  you  go  !' 

'  I  thank  God,  dear,  you  did  not  love 
me  then.  And  I've  never  looked  for  it  ; 
I'm  no  gentleman,  and  you're  a  lady  born  ; 
only  there  was  nobody  else  to  take  your 
part.' 

Lucy's  head  dropped  forward  on  her 
breast,  and  a  faint  colour  stole  into  her 
cheeks. 

'  Joel,'  she  said,  *  Joel,  I  have  something 
to    tell   you  to-night.      Through   all    these 
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years  that  my  life  has  been  your  Hfe,  I  have 
learned  to  love  and  reverence  you  as  I  have 
never  loved  or  reverenced  a  man  before  ; 
and  now,  just  at  the  last,  I  know  it.' 

The  man,  standing  listening  in  the  dawn- 
ing dusk,  began  to  tremble. 

'  Don't  pretend,'  he  said,  '  don't  pretend 
that  you  love  me  ;  I've  never  looked  for  it  ; 
don't  pretend.' 

*  I  don't  pretend  ;  it's  true,  Joel,  it's  true. 
I  couldn't  bear  you  to  despise  me  now,  I 
couldn't  bear  to  see  your  face  turned  away 
from  me,  and  to  know  you  thought — Joel, 
I  would  do  anything,  give  anything  to 
keep  the  love,  the  sort  of  worship  you 
have  given  me  all  these  years.' 

'  Have  I  worshipped  you  ?  I've  tried 
not,  and  yet  I  know  you've  come  near  to 
being  a  graven  image  to  me  many  a  time.' 

In  the  silence  that  fell  upon  the  man 
and  the  woman  as  they  stood,  the  low  sky 
seemed  to  sink  lower  still  ;  the  dusk  rose 
up  to   meet  it.     Then  a  dog  barked  in  the 
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village    behind  them,  and  Joel  started  and 
said : 

*  I  must  go  on,  or  I  shall  be  too  late  to 
see  Anne.' 

*  Yes,  and  I  must  go  back/ 

Joel  lingered  yet,  made  a  step  forward, 
and  stopped  again. 

*  So  you  are  truly  my  wife,'  he  said,  *  at 
the  last  ?' 

'  At  the  last.' 

'  And  for  always  now  ?' 

Lucy,  looking  at  him,  smiled  faintly;  but 
she  did  not  answer.  But  Joel  took  the 
smile  for  answer,  and  walked  on  towards 
Anne  Hatherden's  with  great  contentment 
at  his  heart.  And  Lucy,  when  she  had 
watched  him  for  awhile,  turned  and 
walked  back  alone  to  Little  Hollow. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

When  Lucy  drew  near  to  Little  Hollow 
she  saw  in  the  dusk  a  figure  come  out  of 
the  garden-gate  and  take  its  way  towards 
the  hill :  she  knew  the  figure  for  Dinah's, 
and  she  waited  for  a  minute  or  two  and 
then  followed  it  afar  off.  Dinah  went 
slowly,  and  every  now  and  again  she 
stopped  and  waited  awhile  ;  and  when  she 
waited,  Lucy  waited  too,  and  when  she 
moved  on,  Lucy  followed  her  again.  Up 
and  up,  gradually,  towards  the  sky  ;  there 
was  no  light  beyond  the  hill  this  evening  ; 
only  thick,  slowly  drifting  clouds,  that 
seemed  to  weigh  upon  the  long  line  of  its 
summit  and  shut  the  valley  from  the  outer 
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world.  Dinah  reached  the  top,  and  stood 
like  a  small  dark  cloud  against  the  clouds 
beyond  ;  the  upright  shadow  following  in 
her  steps  stopped  too,  crept  on  a  few  paces, 
and  drew  back  again.  But  Dinah  never 
turned  her  head,  never  looked  back  : 
presently  she  went  on  over  the  brow  of  the 
hill,  and  bearing  towards  the  right,  down 
into  a  deep  narrow  valley.  The  valley  led 
back  to  Little  Hollow,  and  Dinah  followed 
its  winding  course,  still  with  lingering, 
pausing  steps  ;  and  still  she  never  looked 
back,  and  still  the  woman  stealing  after 
her,  paused  when  she  paused,  and  moved 
no  faster  than  she  moved.  But  there  came 
a  place  where  the  path  took  a  deep  curve 
round  a  piece  of  rising  ground,  and  when 
Dinah  reached  the  curve,  Lucy  ceased  to 
follow  her  ;  she  took  her  way  instead  up 
the  hillside  and  crossed  the  neck  of  higher 
ground.  On  the  further  side  of  it,  in  the 
valley,  was  a  clump  of  trees  and  bushes  ; 
it  stood  by  the  path   along  which    Dinah 
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must    pass ;    Lucy    soon    reached     it,    and 
waited  amongst  the  trees. 

Dinah  came  round  the  curve  towards 
the  clump,  and  when  she  had  reached  it, 
she  paused  once  more  and  waited.  Her 
back  was  towards  the  trees,  her  arms  hung 
by  her  side,  she  stood  quite  still  and  did 
not  turn  her  head.  Lucy  crept  forward, 
pace  by  pace,  and  stood  at  the  edge  of  her 
shelter  and  peered  forth  through  the  bushes. 
Once  she  drew  the  bushes  apart,  and  her 
pale  face  looked  out  quite  close  to  Dinah 
as  she  stood,  and  once  her  mouth  quivered, 
and  the  girl's  name  was  on  her  lips,  but  died 
away  half  uttered  ;  and  all  the  time  Dinah 
stood  quite  still,  and  did  not  turn  her  head. 
Only  once  she  stirred  slightly  ;  it  was  when 
Lucy,  moving  amongst  the  bushes,  caused 
a  faint  rustling.  Then  a  little  trembling 
went  through  Dinah's  form,  and  presently 
she  walked  on  again,  and  did  not  pause  in 
her  walking  till  she  had  reached  the  garden 
gate  of  Little   Hollow.       Lucy  waited  till 
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she  had  covered  a  certain  distance,  and  then 
followed  her,  afar  off,  as  before. 

But  at  the  garden  gate  Dinah  stopped, 
and  presently  she  turned  and  looked  back 
along  the  way  by  which  she  had  come  ; 
and  in  the  thickening  dusk  she  saw  a  dim 
figure  drawing  near,  and  she  waited  till  it 
was  quite  close.  When  the  figure  was  near 
the  gate  it  stopped,  and  then  Dinah  spoke. 

'  You  were  there  then  ?' 

'  Yes.' 

*  You  followed  me  all  the  time  ?' 

*  Yes.' 

*  You  stood  behind  me  in  the  clump  of 
trees  ?     You  were  very  near  me  then  ?' 

'  Yes.' 

'  I  knew  it.      I  felt  that  you  were  there.' 

'  And  yet '  —  the  figure  drew  nearer — 
'  and  yet  you  would  not  turn  and  look.' 

'  I  would  not  turn  ;  because  I  felt  that 
you  were  there,  following  me  as  you 
followed  me  in  my  dream,  I  would  not 
turn  and  look.' 
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*  You  would  not  heed  me  ?' 

*  I  knew  what  you  wanted,  I  knew  why 
you  came  steaHng,  creeping  after  me.' 

The  girFs  voice  was  rising  ;  suddenly 
she  broke  out  into  passionate  words. 

*  My  love  and  my  youth  are  my  own  ; 
you  shall  not  have  them  :  my  life  is  my  own 
life  ;  you  shall  not  drag  it  away  and  blight  it 
with  yours.  Why  have  you  come  into  my 
world  with  your  darkness  and  your  misery  ? 
I  will  not  have  them,  I  will  not  bear  your 
burden,  I  will  not  kill  my  love  and  youth 
and  hope.' 

*  If  you  loved ' 

*  I  have  loved  you,  I  will  love  you 
again,  I  have  told  you  I  would  stand  by 
you  to  the  end.  But  not  with  a  lie,  I  will 
not  bind  myself  with  a  lie ;  and  for  Jim's 
sake,  whom  I  love,  whom  I  must  love 
more  than  all ' 

Lucy  broke  in  upon  her. 

*  Yes,  for  Jim's  sake,  for  Jim's  sake  more 
than  all.' 
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*  For  Jim's  sake,'  Dinah  hurried  on,  *  I 
will  be  true  to  him.  We  love  each  other, 
he  and  I :  yon  shall  not  come  with  the 
horrible  misery  of  your  lie  and  crush  the 
love  out  of  our  lives.' 

*  Dinah,  listen ' 

'  I  will  not  listen.'  The  girl,  half 
turned  away,  waved  her  hands  towards  the 
woman  as  though  to  drive  her  back.  '  I 
will  not  listen.' 

She  walked  quickly  up  the  path  and  into 
the  house.  Lucy  did  not  follow  her ;  she 
gave  a  swift  glance  around  at  the  familiar 
landscape,  blurred  and  almost  hidden  now. 

*  Only  to-night !'  she  said,  '  one  more 
night,  and  then  it  comes.  I  must  do  it, 
and  there  is  only  to-night.' 


CHAPTER  XX. 

In  the  night,  when  the  darkness  was  fully 
come,  the  clouds  began  to  break  and  drift 
apart ;  gradually  the  sky  grew  clearer  and 
the  stars  came  forth,  and  a  quickening 
freshness  spread  itself  through  the  sultry 
air.  When  Dinah  went  up  to  bed,  the 
earth  was  dark,  but  in  the  sky  was  the  faint 
light  that  tells  that  the  moon,  unseen  as 
yet,  is  soon  to  rise. 

Dinah  opened  the  window,  drew  a  chair 
close  to  it,  and  sitting  down,  leaned  her 
head  upon  her  hand,  and  looked  out  at  the 
stars.  They  shone  unclouded  now,  and  the 
deep  sky  beyond  was  dark,  not  with  dark- 
ness of  the  night,  but  with  the  clear  dark- 
ness of  space  stretching  beyond  space,  and 
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out  of  an  immensity  of  nothingness  making 
a  thick  wall,  unbroken  and  impenetrable. 

Dinah,  looking  at  it,  said  to  herself : 
*  What  does  it  hide  ?  Is  it  God  ?  and  can 
He  with  His  God-eyes  see  me  so  far 
below,  sitting  here  alone  ?  It  is  so  far 
away !  If  He  were  nearer,  I  could  trust 
Him  more  ;  or  if  the  sky  would  open  just 
a  little,  and  let  me  get  one  glimpse,  perhaps 
I  could  bear  it  better,  know  better,  see 
better,  understand  a  little  what  it  all 
means.' 

The  moon  rose  slowly,  creeping  up  the 
sky,  and  the  night  grew  colder.  Dinah 
took  a  shawl  from  the  cupboard  and 
wrapped  it  round  her  shoulders,  then  once 
more  sat  down  by  the  window  and  watched 
the  silent  night  go  by.  As  it  passed,  the 
chill  air  grew  chiller  yet ;  later  on  the 
clouds  returned,  and  spread  themselves 
about  the  sky,  and  a  few  drops  of  rain, 
heavy  and  threatening,  splashed  down  upon 
the  expectant  trees. 
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The  darkest  hour  of  the  night  had 
come  ;  the  darkness  drew  together  its  best 
strength  to  await  and  drive  back  the  com- 
ing dawn ;  the  morrow  trampled  on  the 
memory  of  the  past  dead  day.  The  moon 
was  hidden  now,  but  its  light  came  faintly 
through  the  thickening  clouds,  and  rested 
with  uncertain  touch  on  the  trees  and  the 
fields  and  the  garden  of  Little  Hollow. 
It  was  then,  sitting  motionless  by  the  open 
window,  that  Dinah  heard  the  sound  of  a 
door  gently  opened  below,  and  then  a  foot- 
fall on  the  gravel  path.  The  footfall  paused 
beneath  her  window,  and  a  whisper  rose  up 
towards  her.  She  heard  no  words  distinctlv 
said,  but  leaned  forward  and  looked  down, 
and  saw  a  shadowy  form  and  a  dim,  up- 
turned face,  and  knew  them  for  the  form 
and  face  of  Lucy  Hath er den. 

Then  Dinah  knew  that  she  had  been 
expecting  all  the  night  to  see  Lucy  stand- 
ing there,  and  knew,  too,  that  the  strange 
dream -life  she  had  lived  for  the  last  twenty- 
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four  hours  would  soon  be  at  an  end  ;  the 
awakening  was  near  at  hand  ;  it  was  time 
to  meet  what  it  would  bring.  She 
whispered  back  :  *  I  am  ready,  I  will 
come.'  Then  she  drew  her  shawl  more 
tightly  about  her,  and  stepped  back  into 
the  little  dark  room,  and  gave  a  glance  all 
round  it,  loving  it  in  its  darkness  with  some- 
thing of  a  yearning  in  her  heart,  as  though 
she  saw  it  for  the  last  time.  She  stole 
down  the  staircase,  past  the  room  where 
Joel  Hatherden  lay  asleep,  then  on  down- 
stairs again,  down  the  passage  that  ran 
along  at  the  back  of  the  house,  and  out  by 
the  unlocked  door. 

Lucy  stood  just  without ;  she  moved  on 
cautiously  as  Dinah  drew  near,  and  Dinah 
followed  her,  round  to  the  front  of  the 
house,  down  the  path  and  out  through  the 
garden  gate.  Then  quickly,  without  a 
word,  the  two  walked  on,  side  by  side 
now,  along  the  road  towards  the  hill. 
They  did    not    speak    as    they   climbed  its 
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sloping  side,  they  did  not  speak  when  they 
had  reached  its  summit  and  stood  where 
Lucy  had  stood  when  she  had  spoken  to  Joel 
for  the  first  time.  For  a  time  they  did  not 
speak ;  they  faced  each  other  in  silence ; 
below  lay  the  valley  and  the  town  and  the 
sea,  dim,  undefined  in  the  faint  light  of  the 
clouded  moon  ;  and  they  themselves,  like 
shadows,  stood  half  concealed  in  the  shelter 
of  the  night.     At  last  Lucy  spoke. 

'  There  is  only  to  -  night.  I  have  no 
choice.' 

Dinah  answered  : 

*  I  will  listen  now.' 

*  We  are  quite  alone,'  Lucy  said ; 
*  nobody  to  speak  but  me,  nobody  to  hear 
but  you.' 

Dinah  answered : 

*  Nobody  but  me.  Speak  now,  while 
the  night  still  lasts  ;   I  will  listen  now.' 

Then  Lucy  spoke.  Standing  before 
Dinah,  her  voice  disturbed  the  silence  that 
slept  upon  the  hill  in  one  last  great  appeal ; 
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her  spirit,  naked  in  its  fear,  spoke  to 
Dinah's  spirit  ;  her  soul  begged  for  mercy 
from  a  fellow-soul.  And  Dinah  listened. 
As  she  listened,  the  hope  of  her  youth 
died  within  her,  her  heart  grew  cramped 
and  cold,  and  the  love  that  had  been  her 
life  went  far  away  and  looked  at  her  from 
out  a  distant  heaven,  into  which  she  knew 
she  could  enter  nevermore.  It  was  true, 
the  presentiment  she  had  had  as  she  turned 
away  from  her  window  ;  the  dream-life 
was  truly  over,  the  awakening  had  come ; 

reality  stood  before  her  and  pointed  to  one 
only  path. 

But  Dinah,  listening,  said  no  word  till 

Lucy  had  ceased  to  speak ;  then  she  answered 

her. 

*  I    will   do   it,'   she   said  ;    *  I   will   save 

you.' 

It   seemed   very   dark   now ;   the    clouds 

were  very  thick,  the  moonlight  very  pale ; 

the  night  seemed  to  draw  itself  together,  and 

struggling   for   existence,   to   lie    upon  and 
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cliiiiJ:  to  the  hills.  But  lookino^  towards 
the  east,  Dinah  saw  a  faint  line  of  light 
arise  in  the  far  horizon  ;  it  grew  and 
stretched  and  broadened ;  and  then,  slowly, 
the  dawn  broke  over  the  sea. 


ANNE. 

The  waters  are  come  in,  even  unto  my  soul  ...  I  am 
come  into  deep  waters,  so  that  the  floods  run  over  me. — 
Psalm  Ixix. 


CHAPTER  I. 

A  WILD  autumn  followed  the  long  summer  ; 
October  came  with  a  rush  of  clouds  and 
rain ;  the  days  were  stormy  and  wet. 

Anne  Hatherden  was  not  well  this 
autumn ;  a  sharp  attack  of  rheumatism 
had  kept  her  in  bed  for  several  days,  and 
for  two  or  three  weeks  she  was  unable  to 
leave  the  house.  She  sat  in  her  little 
sitting-room,  her  eyes  looking  out  at  the 
unquiet  sea,  while  her  hands  knitted ;  and 
she  said  to  herself  that  it  was  like  the  life 
of  the  world,  troubled  and  restless,  and  that 
only  the  eye  of  Christian  faith  could  pierce 
to  the  calm  land  that  lay  beyond.  Yet  the 
thought  of  the  land  beyond  was  not  the 
one   on  which   she   cared  most  to  dwell  ; 
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the  vengeance  of  the  Lord,  the  overthrow 
of  the  ungodly,  these  v^ere  the  subjects  that 
pleased  her  spirit  best ;  and  her  Bible, 
lying  by  her  side,  lay  always  open  at  a 
page  which  bore  upon  it  some  prophecy  of 
retribution,  some  denunciation  of  sin.  If 
only  she  could  have  been  sure  that  on  the 
Day  of  Judgment  Joel  Hatherden  would 
stand  beside  her  among  the  saved,  the 
thought  of  that  day,  when  the  Lord  would 
vindicate  His  name ;  when  men  would  see 
that  she,  Anne  Hatherden,  had  been  right 
to  lead  the  stern  life  she  had  led,  to  scorn 
pleasure  as  she  had  scorned  it,  to  speak 
plainly  as  she  had  spoken,  to  search  the 
Scriptures  as  she  had  searched  them  ;  and 
when  all  Sleepy  Dale  would  recognise  at  last 
that  pleasure  and  beauty  and  fine  dressing 
were  altogether  vanity  ;  if  only  she  could 
have  been  sure  that  Joel  would  be  safe,  and 
could  have  hoped,  moreover,  that  Dinah  also 
might  stand  upon  the  outskirts  of  the  chosen, 
the  thought  of  the  Last  Day  would  have 
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been  a  thought  made  up  of  triumph  and  of 
longing.  But  there  was  always  the  fear 
that  her  brother's  soul  might  perish  at  the 
last ;  and  the  fear  shadowed  her  life,  chilled 
her  heart,  embittered  her  anticipations  of 
the  overthrow  of  the  ungodly,  and  went 
hand  in  hand  with  a  never-dying  distrust 
and  dislike  of  the  woman  who  was  his 
wife. 

Her  own  soul  was  safe  ;  grace  had 
been  given  to  her,  and  she  had  worked 
out  her  salvation,  if  not  in  fear  and 
trembling,  yet  in  rigid  self-repression  ;  but 
if  her  brother's  soul,  the  soul  of  the  one 
human  being  for  whom  she  felt  a  warm 
human  love,  strong  enough,  passionate 
enough  to  rival  sometimes  her  sense  of 
duty  to  the  Lord,  if  this  soul  should  perish 
at  the  last,  there  would  perish  with  it  some- 
thing that  she  dared  not  name.  Anne 
Hatherden's  religion  would  not  let  her 
think  a  blasphemous  thought ;  but  she 
knew  in  her  heart  of  hearts  that  the  glories 

VOL.  IT.  22 


114  ''1    VALLEY  OF  SH^iDOWS 

of  heaven  would  pale  for  her  if  Joel  were 
in  hell,  that  the  golden  streets  would  be 
dulled  if  Joel  did  not  tread  them  by  her 
side,  that  the  songs  of  praise  would  lack 
in  sweetness  and  in  triumph  if  Joel's 
quavering  voice  did  not  help  to  swell 
their  strains.  So,  as  she  sat  and  looked 
out  at  the  sea,  the  thought  of  her  brother's 
soul  was  a  thought  that  darkened  her 
visions  of  a  future  life ;  and  always  she  saw 
Lucy  Hatherden  standing  between  Joel 
and  his  salvation. 

On  a  cloudy  afternoon  Churchwarden 
Hargreaves  sat  with  Anne  Hatherden  in 
her  little  parlour  and  talked  to  her  of  the 
nothingness  of  life,  and  by-and-by,  being 
cheered  by  a  cup  of  tea,  of  Dinah's  ap- 
proaching wedding. 

*  You're  glad,  I  suppose,'  he  said,  '  that 
she  didn't  marry  the  other  young  man  ? 
You've  never  taken  to  Mrs.  Joel,  I  fancy, 
not  being  one  to  change,  in  spite  of  time 
working   wonders,   as   they  say ;    and    you 
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wouldn't  have  cared  for  any  further  con- 
nection with  the  family.' 

Aunt  Anne  turned  her  face  from  the 
leaden  sea  outside,  towards  the  little  round 
table,  with  its  white  cloth  and  teacups  and 
bread-and-butter,  and  the  broad,  sallow 
face  of  the  churchwarden  on  the  further 
side. 

*  No,  I'm  not  one  to  change,'  she  said ; 
'  chopping  and  changing's  for  those  that 
makes  up  their  minds  with  nothing  to  go 
upon.  Still,  I  don't  say  that  sons  is  answer- 
able for  their  mothers,  and  the  young  man's 
a  young  man  I  took  a  kind  of  liking  to.' 

'  Well,  Dinah  seems  a  bit  changeable 
anyway,'  said  Mr.  Hargreaves,  '  and  I  don't 
know  where  she  gets  it  from,  seeing  her 
father  never  was  that  way,  nor  you,  nor  any 
of  the  family.' 

*  She  gets  it  from  her  bringing  up,  that's 
where  she  gets  it  from.  Her  stepmother's 
got  an  unsettled  way  with  her,  and  the 
girl's  caught  it.' 
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^  Girls  are  often  fickle  by  nature,  though. 
There  was  a  girl  I  came  across  when  I 
was  quite  a  young  man  ;  Maria  her  name 
was ' 

'  Yes,  you've  told  me  about  her  before,' 
interrupted  Aunt  Anne,  '  and  a  good  thing 
it  was  for  you,  churchwarden,  that  the 
Lord  moved  her  to  jilt  you.  Still  I  don't 
hold  with  fickleness ;  I'm  not  one  for 
earthly  love,  as  you  know,  but  if  a  girl  says 
yes  to  a  man,  she  ought  to  hold  to  him — 
unless  for  conscience'  sake.' 

'  Well,  it's  all  for  the  best,  I  suppose,' 
said  the  churchwarden.  *  And  he  seems  a 
likely  young  man,  quiet  and  Christian 
behaved,  so  far  as  one  can  see.' 

Aunt  Anne  shook  her  head. 

*  I  don't  take  to  him.  He  wears 
one  of  them  tall  hats — weekdays  and 
all.' 

'  It's  the  custom  in  London,  I  fancy, 
among  a  good  many.' 

*  I   don't   know  that   that  makes    it   any 
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better ;  London  customs  isn't  always  Bible 
customs  by  all  I  hear.  Not  that  Fid  say 
anything  if  it  was  only  on  a  Sunday  ;  my 
father  wore  a  hat  like  that  when  he  went 
to  church,  and  it  has  a  respectable  look  on 
the  Lord's  day  ;   but  weekdays ' 

*  Well,  perhaps  it's  rather  proud  look- 
ing for  weekdays,'  admitted  the  church- 
warden. 

*  I  was  always  one  to  go  by  headgear,  as 
you  know,'  Aunt  Anne  went  on  ;  'what's 
outside  a  head,  shows  what's  in  it,  to  my 
way  of  thinking.' 

*  You  don't  take  to  him,  then  ?' 

*  No,  I  don't  take  to  him,  but  my 
opinion's  of  no  account  now  at  Little 
Hollow.  Things  is  changed  there  since 
my  time,  churchwarden  ;  it  used  to  be  held 
right  to  see  what  people's  minds  and  hearts 
was  like  ;  but  now  it's  marrying  and  giving 
in  marriage,  and  no  care  for  the  soul,  or 
whether  those  they  marry  are  Christians  or 
no  Christians.' 
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*  If  rd  thought  he  wasn*t  a  Chris- 
tian  '  began  Mr.  Hargreaves. 

*  I  don't  say  he  isn't,'  interrupted  Aunt 
Anne,  *  I  only  say  the  outward  signs  don't 
hold  with  it ;  and  I'd  have  liked  better  if 
I'd  known  more  about  him.  I  don't  trust 
people  coming  as  strangers,  with  nothing 
to  show  what  they're  like ;  and  Dinah's 
the  only  child,  and  her  mother  was  a  good 
woman,  and  she  ought  to  have  had  a 
husband  that'ld  guide  her  in  the  right 
way.' 

'  I  was  about  to  say,'  said  Mr.  Har- 
greaves, *  that  if  I'd  thought  he  wasn't  a 
Christian,  I'ld  have  made  a  few  inquiries. 
My  brother-in-law — him  that's  father  to 
my  nephew  in  the  law,  he  knows  him  a 
bit,  I  fancy,  for  he  said  in  his  last  letter — 
and  that's  a  month  or  two  gone  by — I  hear, 
says  he,  that  young  Wace  has  been  down  in 
your  parts,  and  what  do  they  think  of  him 
there  ?  or  something  of  the  sort — I  can't 
exactly   remember.      I'm    not    much    of   a 
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correspondent,  and  Fve  never  answered  the 
letter  yet ;  but  if  Td  thought  about  it,  I 
might  have  made  a  few  inquiries.' 

*  A  month  or  two  gone  by  ?  That'll  be 
when  he  first  came  here  ?' 

*  Yes,  about  then  ;  but  not  knowing  what 
was  going  to  happen  at  the  time  you  see,  I 
didn't  take  so  much  interest.  But  now — 
well,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  suppose  I 
might  make  a  few  inquiries  yet.' 

*  I  suppose  so.' 

*  ril  do  it,'  said  the  churchwarden, 
getting  up ;  '  if  there's  anything  to  be 
found  out  about  anybody,  it's  always  best  to 
find  it  out.  And,  as  you  say,  there's  some- 
thing about  him  not  to  be  depended  on.' 

*  I  know  nothing  against  him,'  said  Aunt 
Anne,  *  except  his  outward  appearance.' 

*  Ah,  but  the  hat  doesn't  look  well  ;  it's 
as  you  say,  the  hat's  against  him.' 

The  churchwarden  bustled  away,  and 
Aunt  Anne,  left  alone,  looked  out  again  at 
the  sombre  sea. 
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*  Marrying  and  giving  in  marriage  !*  she 
was  thinking,  *  it's  all  they  give  their  minds 
to,  that  and  pleasuring  and  vanities.  And 
so  it  was  in  the  days  of  the  Flood,  and 
so  it  was  in  Sodom  and  Gomorrha  ;  and 
the  wrath  of  the  Lord  came  upon  them 
and  destroyed  them  all.' 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  time  of  Dinah's  wedding  was  drawing 
near.  All  the  valley  seemed  to  mourn  its 
approach  :  the  leaves  lay  dead  beneath  the 
trees,  and  the  branches  wailed  over  them  : 
the  sea  took  a  grayer  tone,  the  wind  had  a 
more  desolate  sound  than  in  any  autumn 
Dinah  had  ever  known.  The  heavy  days 
passed  all  too  swiftly ;  the  wind  seemed  to 
sweep  the  short  time  along  with  it  as  it 
whirled  and  blustered  about  Little  Hollow, 
and  the  dreaded  month  of  December  drew 
near  with  giant  steps. 

To  Lucy  Hatherden  the  time  was  one  of 
feverish  unrest ;  sometimes  she  looked  on 
with  passionate  longing  to  the  day  that 
would    bring    her    safety ;    sometimes    she 
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called  upon  God  to  hold  the  days  as  they 
came  and  forbid  them  to  pass  on.  And 
always  in  the  night  the  wind  spoke  to  her 
through  long,  wakeful  hours,  and  Dinah's 
voice  called  to  her  through  its  wailing ; 
and  sometimes  it  seemed  as  though  she 
must  answer  the  voice  and  bid  it  cease  with 
words  that  would  hush  the  pain  in  it.  But 
when  the  wind's  voice  died  into  low  breath- 
ings, and  wandered  wearily  around  the 
house,  or  lingered  sighing  at  her  win- 
dow, it  whispered  to  her  of  death  ;  and 
fear  awoke  in  her  heart  and  answered  it, 
and  the  two  voices  together  made  her 
dumb. 

Every  day  she  took  long  walks,  as  in  the 
days  before  she  had  married  Joel,  and  her 
favourite  walk  was  the  desolate  stretch  of 
beach  beyond  Love's  End  Point.  Again 
and  again  she  paced  there  to  and  fro  and 
watched  the  tide  come  in  ;  and  again  and 
again  she  waited  till  the  waves  had  reached 
the  rocks  before,  with   hurried    steps,  she 
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returned  to  the  safety  that  lay  on  the  other 
side  of  the  point. 

One  evening,  when  the  gale,  tired  with 
its  own  raging,  was  quiet  for  a  time,  Lucy 
came  back  along  the  beach  from  Love's 
End  Point.  It  was  nearly  dark,  but  she 
could  still  see  the  long  line  of  the  waves  as 
thev  broke,  and  the  onward  motion  of  the 
torn,  ragged  mass  of  clouds  overhead. 
Before  her  the  beach  stretched  desolate  ; 
the  fishermen's  huts  ahead  were  hidden  in 
the  gloom  ;  only  Anne  Hatherden's  cottage, 
standing  solitary  near  the  shore,  broke  the 
loneliness  of  the  scene.  It  stood  like  a 
square,  dark  blot,  the  smoke  from  its 
chimney  barely  visible  as  it  rose  in  a  slant- 
ing course  towards  the  clouds.  No  light 
showed  from  the  side  that  faced  Lucy  as 
she  came  along  the  shore,  but  when  she 
was  close  to  the  cottage  and  had  passed 
round  to  the  front  of  it,  she  saw  the  flicker- 
ing light  of  firelight  through  the  window 
by  the  door.      All  about  her  the  dark,  blank 
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night  was  growing,  and  amidst  the  dreari- 
ness around,  the  moving,  leaping  light  had 
a  friendly,  beckoning  look.  Lucy  drew 
nearer  to  it,  paused,  and  drew  nearer  still, 
and  so,  bit  by  bit,  advanced  till  she  was 
quite  close  to  the  window.  She  stood  on 
tiptoe  and  looked  in.  At  first  she  thought 
the  room  was  empty  ;  but  presently,  in  a 
part  of  the  room  which  the  firelight  hardly 
touched,  she  saw  Anne  Hatherden.  Anne 
was  kneeling  by  the  table ;  the  starting 
light  came  and  went  upon  the  open  Bible 
by  her  side ;  her  hands  were  clasped,  her 
face  was  turned  upwards  ;  Lucy,  listening, 
could  hear  that  every  now  and  again  she 
spoke  aloud.  She  could  not  hear  the 
words  that  Anne  said,  but  instinctively  she 
seemed  to  know  that  Anne  was  praying 
for  Joel,  praying  for  a  salvation  that  meant 
loneliness  to  the  woman  standing  outside  in 
the  darkness,  praying  that  his  love  for  her 
might  pass  away  ;  and  as  she  waited  the 
love    and    pain    and    bitterness     in    Lucy's 
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heart  grew  strong  and  fierce,  and  suddenly 
she  left  the  window  and  went  to  the  door 
and  opened  it,  and  stood  on  the  threshold, 
and  spoke  out  something  of  the  passion 
and  misery  within  her. 

*  I  love  him,'  she  said,  *  I  love  him  in  a 
way  that  you  can  never  know.  What 
right  have  you  to  kneel  before  God,  and 
say  that  you  love  him  best  ?  What  right 
have  you  to  ask  that  the  only  thing  I  have 
should  be  taken  from  me  ?  Only  now,  at 
the  last,  I  know  what  it  means  to  me,  only 
now  ' — she  came  forward  into  the  room, 
close  to  the  tall  figure  that  had  risen  to  its 
feet ;  she  put  out  a  hand  and  laid  it  on 
Anne's  arm.  '  Don't  pray  to  God,'  she 
said  in  a  voice  in  which  the  passion  was 
lost  in  pleading,  '  don't  pray  to  Him  to 
take  Joel's  love  from  me  !  I  have  done  so 
much,  given  so  much,  to  keep  it ;  don't, 
for  the  God's  sake  who  listens  to  you, 
don't  ask  that  it  may  be  taken  away  from 
me !' 
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Anne     Hatherden     took    the    clutching 
hand  from  her  arm  before  she  answered. 

*  Your  words  are  idle,'  she  said.  *  I  do 
not  know  why  you  should  come  here  now 
to  speak  to  me  of  a  love  that,  as  you  say 
truly,  I  can  never  know.  My  love  is 
different  from  yours ;  it  does  not  think  of 
the  body,  it  does  not  ask  to  be  seen  and 
known  and  rewarded  here  ;  it  looks  further, 
it  will  last  longer.  I  must  ask  the  Lord 
what  such  a  love  bids  me  ask ;  and  the 
Lord  Himself  will  judge  between  your  love 
and  mine.' 

The  excitement  died  out  of  Lucy's  face 
as  she  listened  to  Anne's  stern  voice,  and 
she  turned  away  as  Anne  ceased  to  speak. 

*  It  is  true,'  she  said  ;  *  God  will  judge  ; 
there  is  no  escape  at  the  end — only  the  end 
is  not,  cannot  be  yet.  But  still ' — Lucy 
turned  once  more — *  I  will  tell  you  this, 
that  I  who  fear  death  so  much,  would  give 
my  life  because  of  the  love  that  you 
despise.' 


ANNE  127 

*  Life  is  a  little  thing  to  give/  said  Anne, 
*  a  little  thing,  and  easily  given/ 

*  To  me  it  would  be  hard.  As  for  you, 
you  have  never  really  lived,  you  have  cut 
yourself  ofF  from  all  that  makes  life  sweet, 
you  have  never  known  love — or  fear.' 

*  I  have  chosen  the  better  part.' 

*  And  I  the  worse  ;  but  you  do  not  know 
how  the  world  has  been  to  me.  If  I  had 
been  born  here,  as  you  were  born,  I  might 
have  chosen — I  cannot  tell ' 

*  You  were  born  as  the  Lord  thought 
good ;  and  the  Lord,  when  He  gave  you 
life,  gave  you  the  power  to  choose  between 
good  and  evil/ 

'  Perhaps  ;  I  have  never  understood  these 
things.  But  I  have  learned  to  reverence 
a  man  who  has  been  kinder  to  me  than 
God  has  been :  God  turned  his  face  away 
from  me,  but  Joel  pitied  me  in  my  loneli- 
ness; God  would  not  hear  me  when  I 
asked  Him  for  a  sign,  but  Joel ' 

'  God  knows  your  heart,'  broke  in  Anne  ; 
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*  Joel  has  been  always  blinded  by  his  earthly 
love.' 

*Then  let  it  blind  him  still.  It  is  all  I 
have  ;  if  I  lose  it  now  I  shall  be  lost 
indeed.' 

*  Your  words  are  blasphemous  words/ 
said  Anne  ;  *  there's  no  saving  or  losing  in 
earthly  love.' 

The  flames,  leaping  up,  showed  her  face 
set  in  hard  lines  as  she  spoke,  and  Lucy, 
looking  at  her,  felt  her  heart  grow  cold. 
She  did  not  answer  Anne's  last  words,  but 
turning  from  her,  left  the  cottage  and  took 
her  way  back  to  Little  Hollow. 

By  the  gate  Joel  Hatherden  was  waiting 
for  his  wife. 

*  At  last  !'  he  said.  *  I  began  to  think 
vou  must  have  lost  your  way.' 

*  I  know  the  way  too  well.' 

*  The  way  home.  It  is  your  home  now, 
indeed  }     You  want  no  other  ?' 

'  No,  only  this.' 

The  night  was  too  dark  for  Joel  to  see 
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Lucy's  face  as  she  spoke  ;  nor  could  she 
see  that  on  her  husband's  face  was  the 
look  of  a  man  who  has  won  his  heart's 
desire. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A  WEEK  later  Anne  Hatherden  came  to 
Little  Hollow.  It  was  a  long  time  since 
she  had  been  there,  and  Lucy  and  Dinah 
looked  up,  surprised  and  startled,  as  with 
slow,  faltering  steps  she  entered  the 
hall. 

'  Aunt  Anne  !  How  have  you  come  ? 
You  surely  have  not  walked  ?' 

Dinah  went  forward  and  led  her  to  a 
chair  by  the  fireside. 

'  Yes,  I  walked.  I  had  to  come,  and 
when  the  spirit's  willing  it  can  force  the 
flesh  to  a  deal.' 

*  You  had  to  come  ?  Why  ?'  Lucy 
asked.  She  spoke  hurriedly ;  everything 
that  happened  cast  on  her  now  a  shadow^ 
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not  of  itself,  but  of  one  constant  shape — 
the  shadow  of  fear. 

Aunt  Anne  glanced  at  her  quickly. 

*  Lucy  Hatherden,  you  have  not  done 
your  duty  in  the  matter  of  this  marriage.' 

*  How  —  my  duty  ?  What  have  I 
done  r 

Dinah  came  and  stood  before  her  step- 
mother, hiding  her  from  Aunt  Anne's  gaze. 

'  What  do  you  mean.  Aunt  Anne  ?*  she 
said. 

*  I  mean  this,'  said  Aunt  Anne,  *  that 
there  was  no  looking  into  things  when 
this  marriage  was  settled,  no  inquiries 
made,  no  trouble  taken  to  find  out  whether 
the  man  that  was  to  be  your  husband, 
Dinah,  was  a  child  of  light  or  a  child  of 
the  devil/ 

'  My  father  is  satisfied,'  said  Dinah. 

'  Your  father's  one  that's  satisfied  with  a 
ha'porth  of  satisfaction  out  of  every  shilling. 
He  was  never  one  to  find  out  anything, 
he'ld  trust  anybody,  whether  he'd  ever  seen 
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them  before  or  not,  and  take  all  they  said 
for  gospel.  No,  it's  not  him  I  look  to, 
it's  you,  Lucy  Hatherden,  you  that's  set  up 
to  be  a  mother  to  the  girl,  you  that  I'ld 
have  thought  would  have  taken  some  pains 
to  find  out  whether  the  man  would  make 
her  a  good  husband.' 

*  There  was  nothing  to  find  out  ;  I  knew 
all  about  him.' 

*  You  knew  all  about  him  ?  then  Satan's 
made  your  heart  blacker  than  I  thought 
fon  I  didn't  expect  much,  I  didn't  think 
you'ld  look  for  grace,  but  I  thought  you'ld 
hold  to  decency.' 

*  The  man's  a  decent  man,  the  man  I 
hope,  I  believe,  I  know,  will  make  a  good 
husband,  will  be  kind  and  merciful  once 
he's  married.' 

*  The  man's  a  loose -living,  gambling 
man,  the  man's  a  Sabbath-breaker  and  a 
scofl^er  ;  married  or  single  you'll  pluck  no 
grapes  or  figs  ofi^  him — thorns  and  thistles 
is  all  you've  got  to  look  for.' 
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*  What    has    he    done  ?      What    do   you 
know  of  him  r' 

*  You  don't  think  much  of  such  things, 
maybe,  you  don't  take  much  account  of 
pleasuring  on  the  Lord's  day,  of  drunken- 
ness, chambering  and  wantonness  ;  the 
children  of  this  world  see^  things  different, 
I  know.  But  I'm  of  kin  to  the  child,  I'm 
of  her  blood,  I  stood  by  her  mother's  bed- 
side when  she  was  born,  I  held  her  in  my 
arms  and  renounced  the  pomps  and  vanities 
for  her ;  and  I  won't  stand  by  and  see  her 
given  over  to  evil,  and  her  soul  laid  out 
ready  tor  Satan  to  destroy.' 

*  What  has  he  done  ?'  asked  Lucv  again. 

*  What  do  you  know  about  him  ?' 

*  He  lives  a  loose  life,'  said  Aunt  Anne. 

*  Not  worse  than  hundreds  of  others  vou'll 
tell  me,  maybe,  and  I  won't  give  you  the 
lie,  for  the  world's  mostly  all  Babylon 
nowadays  ;  but  he's  not  fit  to  come  here 
and  marry  into  our  family,  that's  always 
been   used    to   look    to    their    souls — least- 
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ways  till  they  took  up  with  strangers  ;  and 
I  can't  hut  set  my  face  against  it/  Aunt 
Anne  put  her  hand  in  her  pocket  and  drew 
forth  a  letter.  *  See  here,'  she  said ;  '  this 
came  by  the  post  this  morning  to  Church- 
warden Hargreaves.  It's  from  his  brother- 
in-law  in  London,  and  he's  made  a  few 
inquiries,  and  this  is  what  he  says.' 

She  handed  the  letter  to  Lucy,  and  Lucy 
read  it.  When  she  had  read  it,  she  folded 
it  up  and  stood  with  it  in  her  hand,  clasp- 
ing it  v^ery  tightly. 

*  Did  vou  know  all  that  about  him  ?' 
asked  Aunt  Anne. 

*  No,  I  did  not  know.'  . 
Dinah  stretched  out  her  hand. 

*  Give  me  the  letter,'  she  said.  '  Let  me 
read  it.' 

But  Lucy  drew  back,  and  Aunt  Anne 
said  :  *  No,  child,  there  is  no  need  for  you 
to  read  it.'  She  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  girl's 
face.  *  Dinah,'  she  said,  *  the  Lord's  call- 
ing  to   vou  for  a  sacrifice,   and  vou've  got 
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to  give  it,  as  Abraham  offered  up  Isaac. 
You  must  give  up  your  sweetheart  for 
conscience'  sake.' 

Dinah  answered  with  her  eyes  looking 
back  into  Aunt  Anne's  eyes  : 

*  I  cannot  give  him  up  ;  I  must  marry 
him.' 

*  Not  when  you  know  him  to  be  an 
enemy  of  the  Lord ;  not  when  you  know 
he's  a  bad  man  and  leads  a  bad  life  and 
cares  nothing  for  the  life  that  is  to  come.' 

'  Whatever  he  is,  and  does,  or  has  done,' 
said  Dinah,  *  I  must  marry  him.' 

*  Is  your  heart  so  set  upon  him  ?  Child, 
come  here.'  Aunt  Anne's  voice  softened  ; 
she  stretched  out  her  hand  and  drew  Dinah 
towards  her.  *  Child,  I  did  it  once,  long 
ago,  I  gave  up  my  sweetheart  for  con- 
science' sake.  It'll  hurt  you  a  bit,  I  know 
— I  remember  the  hurt ;  but  the  Lord'll 
heal  the  place,  and  it's  but  a  little  thing  to 
cast  away,  when  you  think  of  saving  the 
whole  of  vou  from  hell  fire.' 
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*  I  cannot  help  it,'  Dinah  answered 
brokenly ;  '  God  will  not  be  so  hard  upon 
me,  so  cruel — to  cast  me  into  hell,  because 
I  must — I  must  marry  him.' 

*  The  Lord  is  never  cruel,'  said  Aun-t 
Anne  sternly.  '  It's  human  creatures  that 
take  their  own  way,  and  when  they  have 
damned  themselves  they  say  that  God  is 
hard.' 

Dinah  did  not  answer.  The  evening 
had  come,  and  the  light  of  the  flames  in 
the  wide  hreplace  was  the  chief  light  in 
the  room.  Lucy  stood  back  in  the  shadow, 
and  still  held  the  letter  tightly  clasped  in 
her  hand.  Presently  Aunt  Anne  spoke 
again. 

*  It's  a  pity  you  couldn't  bring  yourself 
to  give  him  up  of  free  will,'  she  said,  *  for 
give  him  up  is  what  you'll  have  to  do. 
He's  a  meek  man,  is  Joel,  and  innocent  in 
his  ways,  but  I  never  knew  him  to  do 
wrong  or  to  allow  wrong,  when  he  could 
see  clearly  that  it   was  wrong ;    and  when 
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he's  read  that  letter  I've  no  doubt  but  what 
he'll  forbid  Martin  Wace  ever  to  come  to 
Little  Hollow  again.' 

Lucy  spoke  out  of  the  shadow. 

'  You  think  he  will  not  let  Dinah  marry 
him  ?' 

'  I  make  no  doubt  of  it  ;  he's  obstinate 
enough  when  his  mind's  made  up,  is 
Joel.' 

*  And  you  think — you  are  sure  he  will 
not  let  her  marry  him  ?' 

*  It's  not  a  matter  of  thinking — you  can 
see  for  yourself.  It's  plain  enough  to  any- 
one who  cares  for  the  child's  soul,  or  takes 
no  heed,  even,  of  anything  but  her  earthly 
happiness,  it's  plain  enough  there's  only  one 
thing  to  be  done.' 

Lucy  said  nothing,  and  Aunt  Anne,  after 
a  pause,  went  on  speaking. 

*  Dinah  can't  see  it  now ;  the  earthly 
love's  got  into  her  and  made  her  blind. 
But  Joel  '11  see  it,  as  plain  as  I  see  it,  as 
plain  as  even   you  see   it,  Lucy  Hatherden, 
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who    thinks    more    of    earthly    love    than 
heavenly.' 

Again  Lucy  made  no  answer.  Aunt 
Anne  turned  towards  her. 

*  You  see  it  plainly — that  even  looking 
only  to  the  child's  earthly  happiness,  the 
thing's  impossible  ?' 

Lucy,  still  standing  in  the  shadow, 
answered  very  softly. 

*  I — hardlv  know.' 

*  You  hardlv  know  ?'  Anne  Hatherden 
rose  from  her  chair.  *  Do  you  mean  you 
have  any  doubt  ?' 

There  was  a  pause,  and  in  the  pause  the 
sound  of  a  footstep  on  the  path.  Aunt 
Anne  sat  down  again  and  said :  *  It's 
Joel.' 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Joel  Hatherden  entered  the  house  in 
the  same  careful  way  that  he  had  entered 
it  evening  after  evening  for  very  many 
years.  Inside  the  hall  the  three  waiting 
women  could  hear  the  scraping  of  his  feet 
and  the  stamping  on  the  mat ;  then  came 
the  little  pause  while  he  hung  up  his  hat  ; 
and  then  the  handle  of  the  door  was 
turned,  and  he  stood  in  the  doorway. 

*  Are  vou  there,  Lucy  ?'  he  said,  *  and 
Dinah  r  It  seems  dark  at  first,  coming  in 
from  outside.' 

*  Yes,  we  are  here,'  Lucy  answered ; 
*  and — and  Anne  is  here.' 

*  Anne  ?  At  this  time  of  night,  and 
with  her  rheumatism  ?' 
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*  There  are  worse  things  in  the  world 
than  rheumatism,  brother,'  said  Aunt  Anne, 
*  and  harder  to  master.' 

*I  begin  to  see  now,'  said  Joel;  *  it 
seemed  quite  dark  coming  in.  But  we 
might  have  a  little  light,  eh,  Lucy  ?  It 
seems  cheerless  to  be  sitting  in  the  dark, 
and  not  be  able  to  see  each  others'  faces.' 

*  Shall  I  get  the  lamp,  mother  ?'  Dinah 
asked. 

'No,  the  candles  will  do  just  now.' 
Lucy  herself  reached  up  and  took  the 
candles  from  the  mantelpiece,  lighted  them, 
and  put  them  back.  They  stood  high  up, 
and  cast  a  feeble  light  on  the  faces  below, 
a  light  that  was  shifting  and  unsteady,  for 
there  was  a  draught  from  the  door,  and 
the  thin  flames  flickered  as  they  burned. 

*  Well,  Anne,  I'm  glad  to  see  you,'  said 
Joel,  *  though  doubtful  how  far  it's  wise 
for  you  to  venture  so  far.' 

'  I  didn't  come  for  pleasure,'  answered 
Aunt  Anne  ;  *  pleasuring 's  not  my  way,  as 
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you  know.  I've  come  to  open  your  eyes, 
and  to  put  the  wrong  and  the  right  before 
you.' 

Joel  glanced  round  uneasily. 

*  Well,  what  is  it  ?'  he  said,  and  his  voice 
was  a  little  weary. 

'  It's  to  do  with  Martin  Wace  and  this 
marriage  of  Dinah's.' 

'  With  Martin  Wace  ?  Do  you  know 
about  it,  Lucy  ?' 

*  Anne  has  just  told  me.' 
Dinah  came  to  her  father's  side. 

*  Father,  do  not  listen  to  Aunt  Anne. 
I  must  marry  him,  whatever  she  says.' 

Joel's  face  was  full  of  perplexity. 

*  I  don't  understand,'  he  said.  '  Have 
you  anything  against  the  marriage,  Anne  ?' 

'  I'm  against  the  marriage,  brother,  and 
you'll  be  against  it  when  you  find  the 
man's  a  bad,  loose-living  man  ;  you're  not 
what  I  took  you  for  if  you're  willing  to 
give  your  child  to  a  husband  that'll  treat 
her   badly  in    this   life,  maybe,  and'll    drag 
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her    soul     down     to     perdition    with    his 
own.* 

*  Is    he    a    bad    man  ?       How    do    you 
know  ?     What  has  he  done  ?' 

'  You    had    better    read     the    letter ;     it 
speaks  plainer  than  I  can  do/ 
'  What  letter  ?' 

*  Lucy  has  it.' 

Lucy  came  slowly  to  her  husband,  and 
gave  him  the  letter  ;  then  stood  behind  his 
chair.  Joel  read  it,  bending  forward,  so 
that  the  firelight  fell  upon  the  words  and 
helped  the  scanty,  moving  light  of  the 
candles.  Aunt  Anne's  eyes  and  Dinah's  eyes 
were  fixed  upon  his  face  ;  the  eyes  of 
Lucy,  standing  behind  him,  looked  down- 
wards. He  read  the  letter  slowly  to  the 
end,  and  when  he  had  read  it  he  looked  at 
Aunt  Anne. 

*  If  it's  true  what's  written  here,  you're 
right,'  he  said. 

*  I  make  no  doubt  it's  true  ;  there  are 
signs  I  go   by  that   made   me   distrust  him 


from  the  first  ;  and  the  man  that  wrote 
that  letter  is  a  man  has  no  reason  to  say 
what  isn't  true.' 

'  No,  and  yet — I  wish  it  wasn't  true ; 
it's  bad  to  find  out  wickedness.' 

*  Better  to  find  it  out  if  it's  there,  than  to 
hide  it  till  it's  too  late.' 

'Yes,  it's  better;  yes,  you're  right. 
Dinah,  my  child,  it's  not  out  of  harshness 
I  say  it,  it's  not  because  it  doesn't  hurt  me 
to  hurt  you,  but  it's  for  your  good,  it's 
for  vour  own  sake  here  and  hereafter ; 
you  can't  marry  this  man,  Dinah.  I 
must  write  and  tell  him  he  mustn't  ever 
come  here  again.' 

Aunt  Anne  rose  up  in  triumph. 

'  Brother,  I  knew  you'ld  see  it  plain,  I 
knew  you'ld  hold  to  the  right.' 

But  Dinah,  standing  by  her  father's 
side,  said  in  the  same  quiet  voice  as 
before  : 

'  I  must  marry  him  ;  it's  no  good — you 
mustn't  write  to  him,  you  mustn't  take  any 
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notice   of  the   letter ;   I    must    marry   him, 
father.' 

*  I  must  write  to  him,  Dinah  ;  if  he  can 
prove  it  isn't  true,  if  he  can  show  there's 
some  mistake,  or  something  looks  different 
to  what  it  is,  then  I'm  not  one  to  draw 
back  from  owning  I  was  wrong,  and  to 
beg  his  pardon.  But  as  I  see  things  now, 
I  couldn't  let  you  marrv  him  ;  I'm  your 
father,  and  the  Lord  when  He  gave  you  to 
me,  gave  me  the  duty  to  guide  you  right 
as  far  as  I  can  judge  ;  and  I  judge  it*ld  be 
against  you,  body  and  soul,  to  marry  Martin 
Wace.' 

'  It'ld  be  against  her,  brother ;  I  knew 
you'ld  see  it  plain.  Lucy  Hatherden,  do 
you  doubt  still,  you  that  sets  up  to  hold  by 
Joel  and  what  he  says  and  thinks,  do  you 
doubt  now  ?' 

Joel  turned  towards  his  wife. 

*  Lucy  loves  Dinah  almost  as  I  do  ;  it'll 
go  hard  with  her  to  hurt  her,  I  know,  but 
she  sees  it  as  I  do.' 
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He  reached  up  his  hand  towards  her, 
but  Lucy  did  not  take  the  hand  :  she  came 
round  to  the  side  of  his  chair,  and  kneeled 
down  ;  she  hid  her  face  against  his  knee, 
and  said  only  : 

*  Joel,  Joel  !' 

Dinah,  standing  behind  her,  spoke  in  a 
voice  that  was  full  of  entreaty  now. 

*  Father,  do  not  listen  to  Aunt  Anne. 
It  is  a  mistake,  you  must  not  write,  you 
must  let  me  have  my  way.' 

Aunt  Anne,  her  tall  figure  upright 
against  the  firelight,  looked  down  at  Lucy's 
kneeling  form. 

*  What  ails  your  wife?  Does  she  agree 
with  you,  brother,  as  you  said  ?' 

'  Yes,  she  agrees  with  me.  Lucy,  look 
up  !  It  hurts  you,  I  know,  to  bruise  the 
child's  heart,  but  you  must  see  that  what  I 
say  is  right.  You  see,  don't  you,  Lucy, 
that  the  marriage  must  not  be  ?' 

*  Must  it  not  be  ?  Joel,  is  your  mind 
quite  made  up  ?      Must  it  not  be  ?' 

VOL.  II.  24 
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*  Surely  not.  You  see,  don't  you,  that  it 
would  brin<r  onlv  misen^  in  the  end  ?' 

*  Misery?'  The  bowed  head  was  lifted, 
the  wild  eyes  looked  up.  *  Ah,  Joel,  if  you 
write,  if  you  tell  him  not  to  come,  it  will 
bring  misery.' 

'  For  a  while,  only  for  a  while  ;  by-and- 
by  Dinah  will  see  I  did  what  was  right.' 

Dinah  clasped  her  hands  and  bent 
towards  Joel. 

*  Father,  vou  must  let  me  have  my  way. 
You  may  be  right  and  I  wrong,  but  I  will 
never  blame  vou  if  misery  should  come  of 
it,  if  I  should  suffer  in  the  end ;  I  will 
bear  it  without  complaint,  without  a  word. 
Only  listen  to  me,  only  let  me  have  my 
way  ;  if  vou  love  me  at  all,  listen  to  me, 
and  let  me  have  my  way  !' 

Aunt  Anne  put  her  hand  on  the  girl's 
shoulder. 

'  Your  father  will  not  heed  you ;  he 
looks  to  the  good  of  your  soul,  and  he  is 
right.      And  it's  not  seemly  to  act  and  talk 
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as  you  do  ;  no  woman  should  be  so  set 
upon  a  man  as  you  seem  set  ;  you've  made 
an  idol  of  him,  and  the  Lord's  worked  so 
as  to  break  it.' 

*  No,  I  cannot  heed  you,  Dinah,'  said 
Joel  sadly ;  '  the  right's  got  to  be  done. 
You  make  it  harder,  but  it's  no  good  to 
strive  against  it.' 

*  No  good  ?  And  yet  once  more, 
father ' 

Lucy  interrupted  the  girl  as  she  loosened 
herself  from  Aunt  Anne's  grasp. 

*  No,  it  is  no  good.' 

The  kneeling  form  rose  up  and  stood 
erect  in  the  firelight. 

*  Dinah,  you  have  done  your  best,  you 
have  been  very  brave,  you  have  stood  by 
me  to  the  very  end ;  but  it  is  no  good. 
God  is  too  strong  for  me,  and  the  justice 
and  the  evil  must  come  at  last.' 

'  Lucy  !'  Joel  rose  from  his  chair. 
*  Lucy,  what  makes  you  look  and  speak 
like  that?' 
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*  Ah,  Joel,  it  was  for  your  sake  more 
than  for  my  own,  for  your  sake,  coward 
though  I  am,  for  your  sake  most,  that  I 
took  the  sacrifice  from  Dinah  here,  and  did 
my  utmost  to  let  the  old  life  go  on.  But 
it  has  been  no  good ;  God  is  against  me, 
and  you  would  not  heed  ;  and  now  you, 
poor  Joel,  must  suflTer  with  my  suffering, 
and  you  ' — Lucy  turned  to  Anne — *  you 
will  triumph  at  the  last.' 

Aunt  Anne  answered  in  her  sternest 
voice. 

*  Woman,  speak  out  your  meaning.' 

*  I  mean  that  Martin  Wace  is  my  enemy 
and  the  son  of  my  enemy,  I  mean  that 
when  this  marriage  is  broken  off,  he  will 
use  the  power  he  has  to  drag  me  back  to 
death.'  Lucy  turned  with  her  pale  face 
and  her  burning  eyes  to  Joel  again.  *  I 
told  you  once,  I  told  you,  Joel,  once,  in 
the  days  long  ago,  when  we  were  married 
first,  that  I  had  an  enemy.  This  woman, 
the  mother  of  Martin  Wace,  had  been  my 
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enemy  for  years,  and  at  that  time,  when 
they  tried  me  for  my  Hfe,  she  could  have  cut 
my  Hfe  off  with  a  Ue.  It  was  a  He,  but  it 
had  more  look  of  truth  in  it  than  any  real 
truth  that  I  could  tell.  She  came  to  me 
and  said  she  would  keep  silence,  if  I  would 
buv  the  silence  ;  and  I  bought  it.  Year 
after  year  I  have  bound  myself  with  a 
chain  that  has  grown  thicker  with  each 
payment  I  have  made,  year  after  year  I 
have  strengthened  her  proof  against  me  by 
my  cowardice  and  helplessness  ;  and  now, 
if  I  withstand  this  man,  her  son,  he  will 
bring  forth  the  lie  again,  he  says,  strengthened 
with  the  strength  that  I  have  given  it,  and 
tell  it  to  the  world,  and  bring  me  back  again 
to  the  death  that  was  so  near  before.' 

'  What  does  it  all  mean,  Lucy  r  Tell 
me  ;   I  cannot  understand.' 

*  I  cannot  tell  you  plainer,  Joel,  than  I 
have  told  you.  I  could  tell  you  all  the 
story  in  its  length,  I  will  tell  it  to  you 
some  time — but  not  now.     Now,  all  you 
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need  know  is  this,  that  the  old  horror  that 
was  near  me  when  you  knew  me  first  is 
near  me  again,  that  the  old  disgrace  you 
saved  me  from  hangs  over  me  again,  that 
Martin  Wace  has  the  power  to  hring  back 
the  past,  and  that  he  will  use  the  power/ 

*  Let  him  use  it.'  Aunt  Anne's  firm 
voice  spoke  after  the  trembling  one.  *  Let 
him  use  it ;  if  the  power  he  has  is  rooted 
in  a  lie,  the  Lord  will  bring  him  to  con- 
fusion.' 

*  Anne  is  right,'  said  JoeL  '  Lucy,  you 
need  not  fear ;  my  wife,  I  will  stand  by 
you,  as  I  stood  by  you  before.  Trust  me, 
trust  us  all  ;  we  will  stand  by  you ;  and 
God  is  a  righteous  God.' 

But  Dinah  spoke  in  a  whisper.  :  *  You 
do  not  know.  The  power  he  has  is  a 
verv  strong  power  ;'  and  Lucy  echoed  her 
words  :   *  You  do  not  know.' 

'  It  is  for  vou  to  tell  us,'  said  Aunt 
Anne.  '  Speak,  that  we  may  know  what 
there  is  to  do.' 
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Then  after  a  little  while  Lucy,  standing 
with  the  faint  flickering  light  upon  her 
face,  told  her  tale  once  more.  She  told  it 
between  two  spaces  of  silence,  for  before 
she  began  to  speak  there  had  passed  some 
moments  that  were  very  still,  and  when 
her  voice  ceased,  silence  lay  heavy  again  in 
the  half-lighted  room.  Joel  went  over  to 
his  wife's  side  ;  Dinah  stood  by  the  table, 
and  her  face  was  as  pale  as  Lucy's  face  ; 
Aunt  Anne  had  sat  down  again  by  the  fire, 
and  she  did  not  stir.  It  was  she  who 
spoke  first. 

'  Where  does  she  live,  this  woman  ? 
With  her  son  ?' 

*  Yes,'  Lucy  answered,  '  with  her  son.' 

*  I  will  go  to  London  ;  to-morrow  I 
will  go,  and  I  will  find  her  out,  and  she 
shall  own  to  me  that  what  she  says  is  a 
lie.' 

*  You  must  not  go.'  Lucy's  voice  and 
Dinah's  voice  spoke  the  w^ords  together. 

'Yes,  I  will    go.      I   had   no    mercy   on 
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you,  Lucy  Hatherden,  that  night  when 
you  stood  up  before  all  the  people  and 
pleaded  for  mercy.  You  seemed  to  me 
then  to  stand  between  Joel  and  his  salva- 
tion, to  be  a  messenger  sent  by  Satan  to 
tempt  his  soul  away ;  and  all  through  the 
years  that  you  have  been  his  wife  I  still 
have  seen  you  as  a  stumbling-block  in  his 
way.  I  had  no  mercy  on  you  then,  I 
have  no  mercy  on  you  now ;  but  I  will 
give  you  justice.  If  you  have  suffered 
because  of  a  lie,  I  will  destroy  the  lie  ;  I 
have  no  fear  of  Janet  Wace  or  of  her  son  ; 
to-morrow  I  will  go  to  London,  and  the 
Lord  will  guide  me  to  the  truth.' 

Lucy  said  again,  her  eyes  wide  and 
staring  :  *  You  must  not  go  ' ;  and  Dinah 
said  :  *  No,  do  not  go,  it  would  be  useless  ; 
do  not  go.' 

*  Anne  is  right,'  said  Joel ;  *  the  truth 
must  be  brought  to  light.  You're  timid 
and  frightened,  but  it's  the  only  way. 
rid  go  myself,  but  Anne  was  always  more 
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masterful  than  I  was,  and  she'ld  have  more 
power  with  her  than  I  should  have.' 

*  Joel,  she  must  not  go/ 

*  Woman,'  said  Anne,  *  you  are  foolish 
with  your  fears  ;  no  harm  can  come  if  we 
do  the  right  ;  and  this  is  the  right.' 

*  Aunt  Anne,'  said  Dinah,  *  listen  to  me  ; 
for  my  sake,  for  father's  sake,  do  not  go.' 

Lucy  clasped  her  hands  about  her  hus- 
band's arm,  and  clinging  to  him,  said  once 
more  : 

*  She  must  not  go.' 

*  Nay,  Lucy,'  said  Joel,  '  Anne  is  right — 
you  are  foolish  in  your  fears  ;  we  must  get 
to  the  truth,  and  it  is  the  only  way.' 

Anne  Hatherden  had  risen  from  her 
chair,  and  she  moved  a  few  paces  towards 
the  door. 

*  Good  -  night,'  she  said,  *  good  -  bye  ; 
there's  no  use  in  more  talking — it's  doing 
is  wanted  now  ;   to-morrow  I  go.' 

But  Lucy  came  forward  and  held  her  by 
the  gown. 
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'  No,  Anne,  you  must  not  go,  you  shall 
not  go.     Joel,  Joel,  do  not  let  her  go  !' 

Joel  followed  his  wife. 

*  Why  should  you  fear  so  ?  Trust  in  the 
truth  ;   the  truth ' 

She  broke  in  upon  him: 

'  Hush,  hush  !'  Her  face,  half  turned 
away  from  him,  was  pallid  and  changed  ; 
her  eyes,  looking  at  him  sideways,  were 
filled  with  an  agony  of  horror  and  of  fear  ; 
her  voice  was  low  and  hoarse  and  whisper- 
ing. *  Hush  !'  She  raised  her  hand  as 
though  to  bid  him  listen  ;  she  bent  a  little 
towards  him,  yet  shrank  away.  '  Joel,  I 
did  it.' 

Then  the  great  silence  that  dwelt  upon 
the  hills,  and  all  the  quiet  that  slept  in  the 
valleys,  seemed  to  draw  together  in  one 
mighty  stillness  and  gather  itself  about 
Little  Hollow  ;  it  lasted  through  an  eternity 
of  one  little  minute  of  time  ;  it  was  broken 
by  a  movement  in  the  room,  and  wandered 
away     again.        Anne     Hatherden     stirred 
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slightly  and  said  to  Dinah  below  her 
breath  : 

'  Did  you  know  ?' 

Dinah  bowed  her  head. 

Then  Anne  turned  from  looking  at  the 
two  bent  figures  standing  side  by  side,  and 
put  her  hand  on  the  girl's  arm  and  said  : 

*  Come.' 

She  moved  slowly  from  the  room,  and 
Dinah  followed  her ;  and  again,  as  on  an 
evening  long  ago,  Joel  and  Lucy  were  left 
alone. 


CHAPTER  V. 

It  seemed  a  long  time  before  Joel  spoke 
or  moved.  The  woman  standing  by  his 
side  waited  a  still,  dark  while  as  motion- 
less as  he  ;  but  bit  by  bit  her  bent  form 
bent  more  yet,  and  after  a  time  she  fell 
upon  her  knees,  and  sinking  lower  still, 
lay  prostrate  before  him,  her  head  near 
his  feet.      Then  he  spoke. 

'  Are  you  that  woman  I  have  cherished 
all  these  years  as  my  wife  ?' 

The  answer  came  in  a  voice  he  did  not 
know. 

*  I  am  that  most  miserable  woman.' 

He  waited  a  little  while  before  he  spoke 
again. 

*  May  the  Lord  have  mercy  upon  you  !' 
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A  long  sob  shook  the  woman's  frame, 
and  her  hands  were  clasped  about  his 
feet. 

*  Joel,  Joel,  have  mercy,  you,  upon  me ! 
God  has  damned  me  years  ago  ;  have 
mercy,  you,  upon  me,  while  I  live  !' 

*  My  mercy  is  of  no  account ;  and  I — 
have  loved  you  so.  But  the  Lord — yet  if 
you  have  repented ' 

'  I  have  never  repented — till  now — if 
this  is  repentance.'  The  figure  half  raised 
itself,  the  voice  spoke  fast  and  eagerly. 
*  All  these  years,  since  that  evening  when 
I  saw  him  lying  before  me — Joel,  it  came 
so  suddenly  and  it  was  such  an  easy  thing 
to  do,  and  in  one  minute,  before  I  had 
time  to  think,  it  was  done — all  these  years 
I  have  never  wished  that  he  might  be  alive 
again — till  now.  I  have  been  afraid  of 
the  dead  face  that  came  and  looked  at  me 
sometimes  in  the  dusk,  still  more  of  the 
eager,  cruel  faces  of  men  and  women  ;  I 
have  been  afraid  of  Janet  Wace  and  of  her 


158  A    VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS 

son  and  of  the  power  they  had  over  me ;  I 
have  been  afraid  that  what  I  had  done 
might  be  discovered  and  of  the  punish- 
ment ;  but  I  have  never  wished  the  thing 
I  did  undone — I  suffered  so  in  the  time 
before  I  did  it  that  I  have  never  wished 
the  thing  undone,  I  have  never  truly 
wished  the  man  I  killed  alive  again — till 
now.' 

*  Never  till  now  ?  But  at  the  eleventh 
hour — it  says  somewhere  surely  that  at  the 
eleventh  hour ' 

^  Now  I  would  undo  it  if  I  could ;  now 
I  would  go  back  into  the  misery,  would 
live  through  it  all  again,  would  give  up 
these  ten  years  of  happiness — for  I  have 
been  happy,  Joel,  till  the  last  few  months 
when  the  fear  has  followed  me  again,  I 
have  been  often  happy,  have  forgotten — I 
am  made  so  that  I  easily  forget,  and  I  have 
forgotten,  and  put  it  all  away  from  me  and 
been  happy ;  but  I  would  give  up  the 
happiness,  and  go  back  to  the   misery  now. 
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because  now  I  have  reached  a  happiness 
that  brings  with  it  despair,  because  now, 
in  the  bitterness  and  the  darkness,  I  know 
that  I  love  you,  because  now  I  would  bear, 
suffer,  die,  do  anything  to  spare  you  the 
suffering  that  has  come  to  you  through 
me.' 

Joel  looked  down  at  her. 

*  Will   you  have  to  die  r     Will  that   be 
the  end  of  it  ?' 

Lucy  started  up. 

'  Oh,  no  !'  She  knelt  before  him,  and 
clinging  to  him  said  :  '  You  will  shield  me 
now,  Joel,  you  will  not  give  me  up  to  them  ? 
I  would  die  here  beside  you,  to  save  you, 
to  spare  you ;  but  that  death — the  terror  of 
it,  and  the  horror  and  the  helplessness,  and 
the  people  with  their  pitiless  faces  about 
me  once  more — no,  no,  Joel,  you  will  not 
give  me  up  to  that,  you  will  not  betray 
me,  you  will  not  tell ' 

'  God  help  me  !'  said  Joel.  *  You  have 
filled  my  heart  and  I  cannot  see  the  right.' 
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*  The  right  is  mercy,  for  you,  if  you 
have  loved  me.  Leave  justice  to  that 
terrible  God  who  will  not  forget ;  but 
you,  though  you  have  ceased  to  love  me, 
have  pity  upon  me  for  the  sake  of  the  time 
that  is  gone  !' 

'  Pity  ?  God  knows  I  pity  you  !  it's  the 
pity,  maybe,  that  blinds  my  sight  and  makes 
it  so  hard  for  me  to  see  the  way.  But  I 
was  never  one  to  see  plain,  I  was  never  like 

Anne '  Suddenly  Joel's  voice  changed  ; 

he  stooped  low  over  the  figure  before  him. 
*  The  Lord  has  taken  judgment  out  of  my 
hands;  whatever  I  do,  Anne  will  proclaim 
the  truth.' 

Then  Lucy  rose  to  her  feet  and  stood 
before  him  and  looked  into  his  face. 

'  Anne  ?  yes.     What  must  I  do  ?' 

Joel  stood  silently  thinking,  and  when 
he  spoke,  he  spoke  very  slowly. 

'  You  have  sinned,  and  the  Lord  has 
elected  to  punish  your  sin  ;  you  must  bear 
what  He  sends ;   I  see  no  other  way.' 
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*  No  way  but  the  way  I  have  hidden 
from  so  long  ?  no  way  but  to  wait  here, 
till  they  come  and  take  me  away  and  kill 
me?' 

Joel  shuddered,  and  his  voice  was  broken 
as  he  answered. 

*  Ah  no  !  I  could  not  bear  it ;  we  must 
find  some  other  way.' 

He  leaned  against  the  table ;  his  mouth 
was  twitching ;  he  looked  a  very  old  man. 
In  the  silence  that  followed,  the  door  lead- 
ing into  the  passage  was  opened,  and  Anne 
Hatherden's  tall  form  stood  in  the  door- 
way. 

'Joel,  I  am  going  home.  Before  I  go, 
I  have  come  to  ask  you  what  you  mean 
to  do.' 

*  To  do  ?'  Joel  repeated  with  vague, 
uncertain  utterance. 

Anne's  voice  grew  sterner. 

*  Yes  ;  what  do  you  mean  to  do  with  the 
woman  who  was  your  wife  ?' 

'  The  woman — is  still  my  wife.' 
VOL.  II.  25 
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'  In  the  sight  of  God,  no.  The  woman 
you  married  was  an  innocent  woman,  a 
wronged  woman  ;  the  woman  who  stands 
there  has  h'ved  a  life  that  has  been  one  long 
lie,  has  sinned  the  sin  of  Cain,  has  chosen 
her  portion  with  the  unbelievers.  She  is 
not  your  wife.' 

*  For  ten  years  she  has  been  my  wife, 
bone  of  my  bone,  flesh  of  my  flesh,  heart 
of  my  very  heart.      Can  I  cast  her  off}* 

'  You  can ;  brother,  the  Lord  helping 
you,  you  can.  And  it  is  better  that  your 
heart  should  suffer,  even  to  breaking,  than 
that  your  whole  body  should  be  cast  into 
hell  fire.' 

*  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?' 

'  You  must  send  her  forth  from  your 
home ;  you  must  give  her  back  to  the 
world  from  which  you  took  her;  if  justice 
comes  upon  her  you  must  leave  her  to 
justice.' 

*  Justice  ?'  Lucy  raised  her  downcast 
head.     '  By  justice   you  mean  death  ;  you 
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would  give  me  up  to  death.  Oh,  have  I 
not  been  punished  ?  I  have  sinned,  I 
know,  but  have  I  not  been  punished  ? 
Does  the  fear  not  count  ?  does  the  love 
not  count  ?  and  is  it  not  punishment  that  I 
should  have  learned  to  love  mv  husband, 
and  that,  I  loving  him,  he  should  know  me 
for  what  I  am  ?     Is  it  not  enough  ?' 

Anne  looked  at  the  trembling  woman 
with  a  glance  that  did  not  waver. 

'  It  is  not  enough.  The  Lord  has  seen 
fit  to  bring  your  sin  to  light ;  the  Lord 
will  show  what  your  punishment  is  to  be.' 

'  Then  you  will  give  me  up  r' 

*  It  is  not  for  me  to  give  you  up  ;  my 
duty,  as  I  see  it  now,  will  let  me  give  you 
a  chance  to  escape,  will  not  force  me  to 
bring  dishonour  on  a  family  that's  always 
been  used  to  stand  upright  in  the  sight  of 
God  and  man.  To-morrow  I  go  to 
London,  as  I  said ;  I  must  see  Martin 
Wace  and  tell  him  he  must  never  darken 
this   door   again ;    I   must   see    his    mother 
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and  tell  her  that  her  silence  will  bring  her 
no  more  money/ 

*  You  mean  that  you  will  leave  it  to  them 
to  send  death  after  me  ?' 

'  Yes,  and  you  will  have  time  to  go 
away.  If  the  Lord  wills  you  to  be  taken, 
you  will  be  taken,  but  it  is  not  for  me  to 
hinder  your  escape  ;  my  part  is  only  to  act 
so  that  you  can  no  longer  be  my  brother's 
wife/ 

Joel,  standing  by  the  table,  his  face 
shrunk  and  his  figure  bent,  said  again  in  a 
broken  voice  : 

*  She  is  still  my  wife/ 

*  She  is  not  your  wife,  she  shall  not  be 
your  wife ;  if  that  woman  and  her  son  do 
not  give  her  up  to  justice,  I  myself  will 
give  her  up,  rather  than  that  her  guilty  soul 
should  darken  your  soul,  rather  than  that 
an  earthly  love  should  cut  you  off  from  the 
love  of  God/ 

'  You  have  always  hated  me,'  said  Lucy ; 
*  I  do  not  look  for  mercy  from  you,  any 
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more  than  I  look  for  mercy  from  Janet 
Wace.'  Her  voice  sank  and  her  words 
came  hurriedly.  *  There  is  only  one  thing 
— the  woman  is  old  and  ill ;  it  may  be  she 
is  past  bearing  witness  against  me,  it  may 
be  you  will  not  find  power  or  proof  to  do 
what  you  want  to  do.' 

*  There  is  her  son.' 

*  Her  son  has  never  known  whether  his 
mother  spoke  the  truth — or  I.' 

'  You  have  confessed  your  guilt ;  if  proof 
is  needed,  I  doubt  not  the  Lord  will  send 
proof.  The  coach  leaves  for  Lewes  ton  at 
eight  o'clock  ;  by  to-morrow  afternoon  I 
shall  be  in  London.  You  can  do  as  seems 
good  to  you  ;  I  have  told  you  what  I  mean 
to  do.' 

*  When  will  you  be  back  ?' 

*  On  the  afternoon  of  Wednesday  likely ; 
perhaps  not  till  the  next  day.' 

*  On  the  afternoon  of  Wednesday  I  will 
go  to  your  house  and  await  your  coming  ; 
if  you  do  not  come  I  will  return  next  day. 
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If  you  have  proof  I  will  go   forth  as   you 
said/ 

*  If  not  ?' 

'  I  cannot  tell  ;  I  am  not  strong  like 
you  ;   I  will  do  as  Joel  bids  me/ 

Joel  Hatherden,  leaning  against  the  table, 
raised  himself  up  and  turned  to  his  sister. 

*  And  I  am  not  strong/  he  said.  '  I  have 
never  been  like  you,  Anne,  seeing  the  hand 
of  the  Lord  pointing  plain,  as  you  have 
always  seen  it ;  I  have  never  been  quite 
able  to  be  sure  I  was  in  the  right;  I  have 
never  been  certain  what  was  duty  and  what 
wasn't.  You  was  always  a  steady  Christian, 
and  I  was  always  sort  of  weak-kneed,  and 
I've  looked  up  to  you  all  my  life ;  I've 
always  been  humble  in  my  mind  towards 
you,  even  when  now  and  again  I've  taken 
my  own  way/ 

*  Your  own  way  has  been  the  wrong 
way,  brother.  I  was  against  your  marry- 
ing from  the  first,  and  now  you  see  that 
the  Almighty  was  against  it  too.' 
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'  I  was  never  one  to  see  plain/  said  Joel, 

*  and  I  don't  seem  to  see  plain  now.  I 
married  the  woman  standing  there  ten 
years  gone  by ;  I  married  her  because  I 
had  a  feeling  for  her  I  never  had  to  another 
woman — no,  not  the  wife  you  chose  for 
me,  sister,  good  Christian  though  she  was 
— I  married  her  mostly  because  she  was 
pitiful  and  helpless,  and  marrying  was  the 
only  way  I  could  do  her  any  good.'  Joel 
paused  and  looked  at  his  wife.  *  I  don't 
say,'  he  went  on,  and  his  voice  that  had 
been  firm  so  far  began  to  tremble  a  little, 

*  I  don't  say  that  it's  the  same  to  me  now 
as  it  was  then.  She's  different  to  what  I 
thought  her  ;  I  thought  her  the  innocentest 
of  God's  creatures,  and  I  find — she's  guilty ; 
and  I  don't  suppose,  forbye  the  Almighty 
was  to  work  a  miracle  and  make  the  past 
into  another  past,  I  don't  suppose  she 
could  ever  seem  quite  the  same  woman 
any  more — never  any  more.' 

His  eyes  were  upon  Lucy  as  he  spoke  , 
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she  Stood  a  little  way  away  from  him  ;  her 
hands  loosely  clasped  together  hung  down 
before  her  ;  her  head  was  bent,  and  she  did 
not  look  up. 

*  I  don't  know  quite  what  it  is  in  me  is 
changed/  Joel  went  on,  turning  to  Anne 
again  ;  '  maybe  it's  what  you  call  the 
earthly  love — I  can't  say.  Only  there's 
something  still  the  same,  and  that's  the 
pitifulness,  and  it's  the  pitifulness  makes 
me  feel  not  quite  sure.  I  don't  seem  able 
to  cast  her  off  as  you  say,  sister,  because 
she  seems  to  me  to  want  caring  for  still ; 
and  having  put  her  deep  into  my  heart  so 
many  years  ago,  and  covered  her  over  with 
a  sort  of  layer  of  tenderness,  I  don't  seem 
able  to  break  the  tenderness  and  put  her  out- 
side again,  without  breaking  the  heart  too.' 
What  matter  ?'  Anne's  voice  trembled 
a  little  too.  '  What  matter,  brother  ?  The 
heart'll  stop  beating  some  day,  anyhow ; 
it's  the  soul  you've  got  to  think  of.' 

'  You're  right,  Anne,  and  the  Lord's   a 


ANNE  169 

jealous  God,  I  know  ;  only  this  is  how  it 
seems  to  me.  If  I  was  to  come  across 
any  miserable  creature  anywhere  about 
the  world,  miserable  from  sin  or  from 
loneliness  or  whatever  it  might  be,  and 
more  especially  if  it  w^as  a  little  child  or  a 
woman,  I  couldn't  but  turn  and  try  to  give 
a  helping  hand ;  and  if  I'ld  do  it  for  a 
stranger,  ought  I  to  cast  away  the  woman 
that's  been  my  wife  ?' 

'  You  ought ;  brother,  to  save  your  soul, 
you  ought  to  cast  her  off.' 

*I  can't  see  it  plain,'  said  Joel;  'it's 
because  of  the  pitifulness.  She's  helpless 
now,  as  she  was  helpless  that  evening  w^hen 
my  heart  went  out  to  her ;  the  Lord's 
against  her,  as  you  say,  and  the  w^orld's 
against  her,  and  she  was  never  one  to  be 
able  to  stand  alone.  Somehow,  though  the 
wife  I  had  seems  dead,  the  woman  I  wanted 
to  help  long  ago  is  still  alive,  still  seems  to 
want  my  help  ;  and  I  must  give  it  to  her 
still.     Sister,  I  cannot  cast  her  off.' 
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Then  Lucy,  sobbing,  fell  down  at  his 
feet  again. 

*  Your  pity  hurts  me,'  she  said,  '  it  hurts 
me.  If  you  had  hated  me  1  could  have 
borne  it,  though  yesterday  I  thought  I 
could  not  bear  your  hate  ;  but  now — that 
you  should  pity  me,  should  almost  love  me 
still — that  is  the  worst.  Joel,  Joel,  if  I 
could  die  now  at  your  feet'/ 

Anne  Hatherden's  voice  broke  in,  sharp 
and  stern. 

'  Woman,  you  blaspheme !  your  death 
will  come  at  the  time  and  place  God 
chooses.  I  am  going,  brother,  and  what 
you  are  not  strong  enough  to  do,  I  will 
do  ;  I  will  save  you  in  spite  of  yourself.' 

She  left  the  room,  and  Joel  stooped  down 
and  raised  his  wife  from  the  ground. 

*  I  will  help  you,'  he  said,  '  so  long  as 
you  need  my  help.  We  never  can  be  as 
husband  and  wife  any  more,  but  I  will 
stand  by  you  to  the  end,  and  if  you  must 
go  out  into    the  world  again,  and   it   will 
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help  you  to  have  me  by  you,  I  will  go 
too.' 

Lucy  looked  at  him ;  her  eyes  seemed 
strange  in  the  dim,  uncertain  light. 

'  Wait  till  Anne  comes  back,'  she  said ; 
*  when  Anne  comes  back  I  shall  know 
what  to  do.' 


CHAPTER   VI. 

A  TRAIN  came  steaming  along  through 
the  crowd  of  mean  dwelHngs  that  are 
huddled  around  London ;  close  past  the 
back  windows,  sometimes  on  a  level  with 
the  roofs,  steadily  on  its  way.  It  paused 
on  a  bridge,  and  trembled  as  the  bridge 
shook  under  it.  A  woman  who  had  been 
sitting  bolt  upright,  leaned  forward  with 
alarm  on  her  face  towards  the  man  sitting 
opposite  to  her. 

*  It's  all  right,  missus,'  said  the  man ; 
*  another  train  going  over  —  that's  what 
makes  it  shake.  You're  new  to  London, 
perhaps  ?' 

The   woman   did   not   answer;  she  was 
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looking  at  the  river  that  flowed  beneath,  at 
the  barges  and  the  steamboats  that  were 
borne  upon  its  surface,  at  the  buildings  that 
lined  its  banks.  She  was  frightened  at  the 
crowd  of  houses,  at  the  dull  roar  of  life 
that  surged  towards  her,  at  the  thick 
yellow  atmosphere ;  but  all  the  time  her 
courage  was  upheld  by  the  thought  that 
she  and  the  Lord  were  on  the  same  side, 
and  that  righteousness  was  stronger  than 
the  wickedness  of  that  great  city,  into  the 
life  of  which  she  was  about  to  enter.  She 
tried  to  dwell  upon  the  thought ;  but  never- 
theless when  the  train  reached  the  station, 
and  she  found  herself  standing  on  the  plat- 
form, a  crowd  of  people  rushing  past  her, 
jostling  her  as  they  went,  and  noise  and 
confusion  all  around,  her  chief  feeling  was 
one  of  utter  bewilderment,  her  chief 
desire  to  see  some  single  face  that  she 
knew. 

By  -  and  -  by    the    crowd    of    passengers 
cleared    away,   and   she   was    left    standing 
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almost  alone.  A  porter  on  his  way  along 
the  platform,  stopped  and  said : 

*  Cab,  ma'am  ?' 

*  No.     Which  is  the  way  to '     The 

woman  paused,  put  her  hand  into  a  deep 
pocket,  drew  forth  a  purse,  and  from  the 
purse  took  a  piece  of  paper.  *  Which  is 
the  way  to  Little  Sale  Street,  West- 
minster ?' 

'  You  must  go  straight  across  the  yard, 
and  out  at  the  gate  to  the  right.  It's  a 
long  street  you'll  be  in  then,  and  when 
you  get  to  the  end  of  it,  you'd  better  ask 
again.' 

'  Is  it  far  ?' 

*  I  don't  know  what  you  call  far  ;  I 
don't  call  it  far ;  a  mile  perhaps  —  or 
more.' 

*  I  can  walk  a  mile.' 

The  woman  moved  on,  out  of  the  station 
and  into  the  bustle  of  the  London  streets. 
It  was  nearly  four  o'clock ;  a  fog,  not 
dense,    but    thick    enough     to    cloud    the 
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waning  daylight,  hung  over  the  city  ;  the 
lamps  were  already  lighted.  Anne  Hather- 
den,  with  her  bundle  in  her  hand,  walked 
slowly  along  the  greasy  pavement ;  tall 
buildings  rose  up  on  either  side  and  seemed 
to  shut  her  into  a  world  that  was  horrible 
in  its  strangeness ;  and  she  was  dazed  with 
the  noise  of  the  vehicles  and  the  hurrying 
feet  of  the  passers-by.  By-and-by,  as  the 
long  street  still  showed  a  further  length 
before  her,  the  purpose  that  had  brought 
her  hither  grew  strong  again,  and  the 
desire  for  Joel's  salvation,  taking  the  chief 
place  in  her  mind,  hung  as  a  veil  between 
her  eyes  and  the  unfamiliar  world  about 
her  and  partly  hid  its  strangeness.  All  at 
once,  looking  up  as  she  reached  a  crossing, 
she  saw  rising  up  before  her  a  building  that 
was  unlike  any  of  the  buildings  she  had 
passed.  The  walls  of  it  were  black  with 
age  and  smoke  ;  the  arching  windows,  the 
great  door,  the  square  towers  rising  from 
its   roof  showed   dimly   through   the   fog  ; 
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the  open  space  beside  it  seemed  to  cut  it 
off  from  the  common  bricks  and  mortar  of 
the  town,  and  mark  it  as  something 
different  and  apart.  It  stood  alone,  and 
seemed  to  watch  the  Hfe  that  passed  it  by 
in  pitying  sadness.  Anne  Hatherden  stood 
and  gazed  at  it ;  then  turned  to  a  man  who 
was  lounging  near  at  hand. 

'  What  is  it  ?      Is  it  a  church  ?' 
'  Dunno'  ;    it's    th'  Abbey,   that's    all   I 
know.' 

Anne  walked  on.  When  she  came 
nearer,  she  saw  that  the  great  door  was 
shut  ;  but  across  the  flagged  space  by  the 
building's  side  people  were  passing,  and  she 
followed  them  till  she  came  to  a  door 
through  which  some  entered.  Anne 
entered  too,  and  paused  as  soon  as  she  had 
entered.  Within  was  a  gloom  that  spread 
far  around,  stretching  through  high  arches 
and  a  forest  of  great  pillars,  and  rising  high 
into  dim  vaulted  space  ;  and  a  silence  that 
seemed  to  endure   in   spite  of  sounds  :   and 
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in  the  midst  of  the  gloom,  Hght  showed 
itself;  and  from  out  the  silence  came  a 
sound  of  singing. 

Anne  moved  forward,  slowly,  with 
something  like  fear  upon  her,  and  came  at 
last  to  what  seemed  to  her  like  a  church 
within  a  church.  She  stood  at  the  entrance 
and  listened,  and  the  music  of  many  voices, 
joined  in  chords  together,  entered  into  and 
stirred  her  soul.  Then,  after  a  time,  the 
words  that  the  choir  were  singing  became 
distinct  to  her :  ^  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  Lord 
God  of  Hosts.'  She  knew  the  words  well, 
and  as  she  listened  her  heart  swelled  with 
triumph. 

Yes,  the  Lord  was  holy,  almighty,  and 
a  great  God,  and  she  was  His  servant, 
she  fought  on  His  side,  she  laboured  to 
uphold  the  glory  of  His  name.  When  the 
music  ceased  she  still  stood  motionless 
awhile,  looking  towards  the  light ;  then 
slowly  she  shrank  back  into  the  darkness, 
moved  through  it  to  the  door   again,  and 
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passed  once  more  into  the  bustle  and  the 
roar  outside. 

Little  Sale  Street  was  a  narrow,  dingy 
street  ;  the  dim  lamps  that  lighted  it 
sparsely,  seemed  to  burn  yet  more  dimly 
than  the  lamps  in  the  thoroughfares  ;  the 
houses  had  a  look  of  having  outlived  the 
pride  of  their  first  estate.  When  Anne 
Hatherden,  after  much  searching,  entered 
it  at  length,  she  was  very  tired ;  she  was 
weak  after  her  illness,  and  the  walk,  the 
excitement,  the  noise  and  bustle  she  had 
passed  through,  had  told  heavily  on  her 
feeble  strength.  But  the  strength  of  her 
purpose  upheld  her,  and  the  triumph  that 
the  music  had  awakened  in  her  heart  still 
stirred  it  and  made  it  brave.  '  Holy,  Holy, 
Holy,  Lord  God  of  Hosts  ' :  the  words 
sounded  in  her  ears,  and  her  mind  was 
active  with  the  thought  that  Joel  soon 
would  serve  the  Lord  again  with  undivided 
allegiance. 

She  went  on    up   the   street,  noting  the 
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numbers  as  she  passed,  and  at  last  she 
reached  a  door  on  which  stood  1 8,  and  she 
stopped  beside  it,  and  waited  a  minute 
before  she  knocked.  The  door  was  opened 
by  a  woman,  tall  and  stout,  who  looked  at 
the  countrified  woman  with  the  bundle  in 
her  hand  with  some  curiosity. 

*  I  want  to  see  Mrs.  Wace,'  said  Anne 
Hatherden. 

'  Mrs.  Wace  ?'  The  woman  paused,  as 
though  in  surprise. 

'  Yes,  this  is  the  address  of  her  son  ;  I 
thought,  I  understood  his  mother  lived  with 
him.  Is  this  not  the  house  where  Martin 
Wace  lives  ?' 

'  Yes,  he  lives  here,  but  his  mother — 
he  buried  his  mother  near  four  months 
ago.' 

*  She  is  dead  ?'  There  was  a  cry  in  the 
words  as  Anne  Hatherden  uttered  them. 

*  Yes,  it  was  in  June,  I  think,  she  died. 
Are  you  a  relation  ?' 

Anne  did  not  answer  the  question. 
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^  And  Martin  Wace  r'  she  said.  '  Is  he 
here  ?' 

'  He's  not  in  now  ;  he'll  be  back  some 
time  this  evening,  but  there's  no  saying 
when — he  comes  in  all  hours.' 

'  I  must  see  him.' 

'  Will  you  come  in  and  wait  ?  or  perhaps 
to-morrow ' 

*  I  will  wait.     I  must  see  him  to-day.' 

The  woman  looked  half  suspiciously  at 
the  pale,  hard  face  before  her,  then  led  the 
way  into  a  little  back  room.  It  was  dark, 
but  the  woman  lighted  a  jet  of  gas,  and 
having  pulled  down  the  blind,  left  Anne 
alone. 

Anne  Hatherden  sat  in  a  sort  of  stupor ; 
she  did  not  look  round  the  room,  she  did 
not  see  the  many  photographs  or  the  other 
characteristic  decorations  of  Martin  Wace's 
home  ;  she  only  sat  quite  still,  her  body 
worn  out  by  fatigue,  her  mind  full  of  the 
discovery  she  had  made  ;  and  the  one 
thought  that   was   clear   to   her   was    this : 
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The  woman  is  dead  ;  she  cannot  help  me 
to  part  Joel  from  his  wife.  She  thought 
this  thought  over  and  over  again,  while 
blank  hours  passed  by ;  but  at  last  she 
looked  round  and  started,  for  the  door  had 
opened,  and  someone  had  entered  the  room. 
It  was  Martin  Wace  ;  he  stood  within  the 
door  looking  at  her,  his  heavy  face  dark 
with  anger ;  and  Anne  Hatherden,  her 
dazed  mind  working  slowly,  returned  his 
gaze  for  a  minute  before  she  spoke.  Then 
she  half  rose,  and  she  said  the  same  words 
that  she  had  said  to  the  woman  at  the  door, 
and  her  voice  had  the  same  note  of  anguish 
that  had  sounded  in  it  then. 

'  She  is  dead.' 

Martin  Wace  spoke  almost  at  the  same 
moment. 

*  Why  the  devil  have  you  come  here  ?' 
Aunt  Anne  came  nearer  to  him. 

*  Is  it  true  ?'  she  said.  '  Is  it  true  that 
she  is  dead  ?' 

*  Yes,  she's  dead,  and  be  d d  to  her 
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— and  to  you,  too,  for  coming  sneaking 
and  prying  where  youVe  not  wanted. 
What  brought  you  here  ?  What  devil's 
errand  sent  you  ?  Speak,  can't  you,  instead 
of  standing  staring  there 

^  I  came  to  tell  her  that  the  crime  she 
had  hidden  so  long  had  come  to  light,  that 
she  must  come  forward  and  bear  witness 
against  the  woman  she  had  kept  frorr 
justice.' 

*  You  came — it  is  discovered  ?  I  don't 
understand.  Do  you  mean  she  really  did 
it  after  all  ?' 

'  Yes,  she  did  it ;  I  always  doubted  her 
from  the  first,  from  the  time  I  found  her 
out  in  a  lie.  But  you  —  you  know  and 
your  mother  knew  ;  that  is  why  I  came — 
because  of  the  witnessing.  And  now — she 
is  dead !' 

Martin  Wace  had  sat  down  ;  his  hands 
were  thrust  into  his  pockets,  his  sullen  face 
was  bewildered.     At  last  he  looked  up. 

*  How  did  you  find  it  out  ?'  he  asked. 
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Anne  Hatherden's  mind  was  recovering 
its  power,  and  she  was  able  to  speak  with 
something  of  her  usual  decision  as  she 
told  of  what  had  taken  place  at  Little 
Hollow  twenty-four  hours  ago.  Martin 
Wace  listened  in  silence,  and  when  her 
voice  ceased  he  rose  to  his  feet. 

'  So  it's  you  I've  got  to  thank  for  spoil- 
ing my  plans  is  it  ?'  he  said.  '  By  G — 
rid  like  to  have  my  way  wdth  you  !  Well, 
you  can  finish  your  dirty  work  yourself ; 
the  game's  played  out  for  me,  and  I've 
done  with  it.' 

'  But  have  you  no  proof?  Did  she  leave 
nothing  to  show — no  writing  ?' 

*  Writing  ?  What'ld  be  the  good  of 
writing  after  all  these  years,  and  the 
woman  dead  r  I  never  troubled  about 
getting  her  to  put  it  down,  for  I  didn't 
believe  it — thought  it  was  the  old  woman's 
spite,  and  only  used  it  to  play  my  own 
game.  I  wanted  the  money,  and  I  wanted 
the    girl — afterwards,    and   I   couldn't  have 
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got  either  the  one  or  the  other  if  it  had 
come  out  that  mother  wasn't  still  alive.  I 
didn't  care  a  damn  whether  the  woman 
was  innocent  or  guilty,  and  I  don't  care 
now ;  rid  rather  hurt  you  of  the  two. 
I've  lost  everything  through  you ;  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  you  I'ld  have  got  my  way.' 

The  man,  with  his  eyes  burning  with 
disappointment  and  fury,  came  close  to  the 
woman  as  she  stood ;  he  shook  his  fist  in 
her  face ;  then,  his  passion  rising  fiercer 
within  him,  he  struck  her  on  the  cheek. 
The  blow  was  a  hard  one  ;  Anne  Hather- 
den  staggered  under  it,  and  was  driven 
against  the  wall  ;  yet  she  was  hardly 
conscious  it  was  given,  quite  unconscious 
that  it  hurt  her ;  the  anguish  of  her  spirit 
made  her  insensible  to  physical  pain.  She 
crept  along  the  wall  to  the  door,  and  into 
the  passage ;  then,  still  groping  her  way, 
passed  out  into  the  street. 

Slowly  she  moved  down  its  quiet  length, 
back    into    the    roar  of   the    thoroughfare, 
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and  always  the  thought  repeated  itself: 
There  is  no  way  to  save  him ;  and  always 
through  the  thought  there  went  a  sweet 
sound  of  singing.  But  there  was  mockery 
in  the  sweetness  of  the  sound,  and  mockery 
in  the  glory  of  the  words :  '  Holy,  Holy, 
Holy,  Lord  God  of  Hosts.' 


CHAPTER  VII. 

All  through  the  night  Anne  Hatherden 
wrestled  before  the  Lord.  In  the  stuffy 
little  bedroom  of  the  city  inn,  she  knelt  in 
the  darkness  and  prayed  aloud  for  her 
brother's  soul.  She  had  always  distrusted 
the  woman  who  was  Joel's  wife,  always 
feared  her  as  the  stumbling-block  in  his 
way  towards  righteousness ;  but  hitherto 
Joel  himself  had  believed  his  wife  to  be 
innocent,  had  in  giving  her  his  love  given 
it  to  one  who  had  seemed  to  him,  at  least, 
to  be  pure  and  good,  and  in  so  far  had  not 
directly  or  deliberately  sinned.  Now  it 
was  different;  now,  if  he  still  held  to  his  wife, 
he  held  to  her  knowing  the  evil  she  had 
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done,  knowing  that  she  was  at  enmity  with 
God,  knowing  that  she  was  a  child  of  the 
devil ;  now,  if  he  still  kept  his  love  for 
her  in  his  heart,  he  deliberately  chose  an 
earthly  love  instead  of  the  heavenly  one,  and 
consciously  and  of  free  will  cast  away  his 
hope  of  salvation.  This  it  was  that  made 
Anne's  anguish  so  bitter,  this  it  was  that  made 
her  helplessness  so  terrible  to  bear.  Joel  was 
weak,  but  she  was  strong,  and  she  would 
have  had  the  courage  to  stab  him  to  the 
heart  to  save  his  soul ;  but  the  power  to  do 
so  was  taken  out  of  her  hands ;  after  the 
many  years  of  watching  and  of  praying, 
the  worst  that  she  had  feared  was  proved 
to  be  the  truth ;  and  when  it  had  seemed 
that  out  of  the  worst  might  come  salva- 
tion, suddenly  the  hope  in  her  was  killed, 
and  in  its  stead  was  a  despairing  fear  that 
mocked  at  all  she  had  tried  to  do.  She 
prayed  aloud  in  her  anguish ;  she  bowed 
her  head  to  the  ground,  and  struggled  hard 
against    the    despair     that    threatened    her 
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faith ;  she  called  upon  the  Lord  again  and 
again  in  broken,  entreating  words  to  hear 
her  and  to  help  her. 

But  after  a  time  the  outward  words 
were  hushed,  and  all  the  tumult  of  love 
and  agony  struggled  silently  in  Anne 
Hatherden's  soul.  For  in  the  loneliness  of 
the  night  a  sudden  thought  had  come  to 
her,  and  in  the  darkness  she  had  seen  a 
way  of  deliverance.  The  way  was  a  dark 
and  dreadful  way — she  would  not  look 
along  it ;  the  thought  was  a  sinful  thought 
— she  would  not  think  it ;  she  would  not 
look,  she  would  not  listen,  for  her  own 
salvation  came  before  Joel's  salvation  ;  to 
save  her  own  soul  was  the  first,  chief  duty 
of  her  existence  ;  and  she,  who  had  walked 
in  the  way  of  righteousness  all  her  life, 
who  had  held  to  the  naked  truth  and  hated 
and  scorned  a  lie,  who  had  resisted  the 
devil  and  his  works,  and  gloried  in  her 
resistance,  could  not  bear  the  thought, 
even,    of    falling    away.      She    would    not 
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admit  the  thought,  she  would  not  look 
upon  the  temptation,  she  would  defy  the 
tempter ;  and  yet  the  struggle  went  on, 
and  yet  the  one  strong  human  love  of  her 
life  cried  loudly  in  its  strength.  All 
through  the  night  it  cried,  all  through  the 
night  the  battle  raged,  all  through  the 
weary,  unquiet,  London  night  Anne  Hather- 
den  wrestled  with  the  might  of  her  own 
nature,  risen  in  despair  against  her ;  till  at 
last  the  dawn  looked  in  at  the  window, 
and  shed  a  faint  light  upon  the  bent,  kneel- 
ing form,  upon  the  gray  hair  falling  about 
the  worn  face,  upon  the  hollow  eyes. 

Then  the  struggle  ceased  ;  for  when  she 
saw  the  morning  Anne  Hatherden  rose  to 
her  feet,  and  stretched  her  arms  on  high,  and 
raised  her  deep-lined  face,  and  looked  up- 
wards with  her  hopeless  eyes.  She  spoke 
aloud,  and  the  words  that  she  said  were 
these  : 

'  His  soul,  great,  just  God,  rather  than 
my  soul !      Save  his  soul,  oh  my  God  !' 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

It  was  dusk  at  Little  Hollow,  and  the 
wind  moaned  wearily  outside  the  windows 
and  cried  in  the  chimneys.  Joel  Hather- 
den  was  ill  in  bed  ;  the  shock  that  had 
come  upon  him  had  robbed  him  of  his 
strength,  and  he  lay,  conscious  but  in  an 
apathy  that  was  almost  like  unconscious- 
ness, knowing  that  he  suffered,  yet  not 
fully  understanding  the  greatness  of  the 
trouble  that  had  befallen  him.  As  he  lay 
quite  still  in  the  dusk,  Lucy  entered  the 
room  ;  she  came  to  his  bedside  and  stood 
looking  down  at  him  in  silence.  He  stirred 
slightly,  and  feebly  held  out  a  hand  towards 
her  ;  then  she  spoke. 
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'  Joel,  I  am  going.' 

*  Going  ?' 

*  To  Anne.  She  will  be  back,  likely, 
by  now.' 

A  trembling  shook  the  figure  in  the 
bed. 

*  Ah — I  remember.  You  will  not  be 
long  ?' 

*  I  can't  say ;  it  depends  on  what  news 
she  brings.  I  may  need  to  be  alone  for  a 
while,  to  think,  after  I  have  seen  her.  I 
shall  go  for  a  walk  perhaps  —  along  the 
shore.' 

'  It  will  be  dark  and  lonesome.' 

*  I  shall  not  mind  the  darkness,  or — yes 
I  shall  mind  the  being  alone,  but  it  will  not 
be  for  long.' 

Lucy  bent  over  the  bed  ;  her  eyes  sought 
the  weary  eyes  below  her. 

*  Joel,  tell  me,  you  could  not  bear  it  if 
they  came  and  took  me  away,  and — and 
killed  me  ?' 

*  No,  no,  oh  no,  I  could  not  bear  it.' 
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*  No — nor  I.' 

The  woman  stood  still  a  little  while,  a 
vacant  look  in  her  eyes ;  then  once  more 
she  bent  over  the  bed. 

*  Good-bye,  Joel.' 

*  Good-bye.' 

She  bent  lower  yet. 

'  Husband,  you  said  I  was  no  more  your 
wife  ;  I  have  no  right  to  kiss  you  ;  yet  just 
once — I  never  will  ask  again — just  once, 
let  me  kiss  you  before  I  go.' 

There  came  no  answer  from  the  lips 
below,  but  she  stooped  and  kissed  him 
gently  on  the  forehead,  then  turned  and 
walked  slowly  to  the  door  and  passed  out 
of  the  room. 

Outside  in  the  garden  Dinah  was  wait- 
ing. 

'  May  I  go  with  you  ?'  she  asked,  as 
Lucy  appeared. 

'  No,  I  must  see  Anne  alone.' 

*  I  could  wait  outside.' 

*  You  had  better  not  wait.     Afterwards 
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I  may  want  to  walk  a  bit — along  the  shore, 
and — I  must  be  alone/ 

*  Do  not  go  far  along  the  shore — the 
tide  must  be  already  on  the  turn.' 

*  You  need  not  fear ;  I  know  when  the 
tide  is  full.      Good-bye.' 

'  Good-bye.' 

'  Dinah,  you  have  been  very  good  to 
me.     I  thank  you.' 

*  There  is  no  need  for  thanks.'  The 
girl  spoke  wearily,  and  she  added  under 
her  breath  :   '  I  have  done  no  good.' 

Lucy  passed  on,  through  the  gateway 
and  up  towards  the  fields.  Dinah  waited 
a  few  minutes,  then  followed  her. 

Lucy  walked  steadily  on,  and  the  dusk 
seemed  to  gather  about  her  as  she  went ; 
overhead  the  dark,  low  clouds  sped  swiftly 
by,  driven  by  the  sullen  wind,  and  all 
around  the  downs  were  desolate.  She 
reached  Anne's  cottage  and  knocked.  There 
was  a  little  space  of  waiting,  and  then  the 
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door  was  opened ;  Anne  Hatherden  stood 
in  the  doorway  and  signed  to  Lucy  to 
enter. 

The  pale  dayhght  outside  was  darkened 
within  the  room,  and  there  was  no  fire  in 
the  grate  ;  Anne's  bonnet  and  shawl  lay  on 
a  chair  near  the  window  ;  and  the  window 
framed  a  square  of  leaden-coloured  waves 
with  here  and  there  white  foam  showing 
cold  upon  their  gloomy  heights,  as  they 
came  on  and  on  towards  the  shore. 

Lucy  drew  near  to  Anne  and  looked 
with  eager,  questioning  glance  into  her 
face  ;  then,  as  Anne  did  not  speak,  her  lips 
asked  the  question  in  her  eyes. 

'  Must  I  go  ?' 

Anne  answered  in  a  low,  hard  voice : 

'  You  must  go.' 

'  She  will  betray  me  then,  this  woman  ? 
She  is  able — strong  enough,  her  mind  clear 
enough,  to  witness  against  me  ?  And  after 
all  these  years  she  hates  me  still  ?' 
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The  low,  hard,  toneless  voice  answered 
again  : 

^  She  will  give  you  up  to  justice  ;  she  is 
strong  and  well ;  her  mind  is  clear ;  and 
after  all  these  years  she  still  is  resolved  you 
shall  not  escape/ 

For  a  moment  Lucy  covered  her  face 
with  her  hands ;  when  she  looked  back  at 
Anne  again  she  was  quite  pale,  and  her 
eyes  were  terrified ;  she  spoke  in  a 
whisper. 

*  Then  I  must  go  ?' 

*  Yes,  you  must  go.  I  will  help 
you — I  will  give  you  all  the  money  I 
have.' 

'  I  do  not  want  money ;  I  have  all  I 
need.' 

*  You  must  go  far  away;  Joel  must  never 
hear  of  you  again.  You  said  once  that  you 
would  sacrifice  yourself  for  love's  sake  ;  the 
only  thing  you  can  do  now  is  never  to  let 
him  hear  of  you  again.' 
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*  I  know.  It  is  the  only  thing.  He 
never  shall  hear  from  me  again.' 

'You  must  go  soon  —  to-morrow  at 
latest.' 

*  I  will  go  to-night.' 

'  To-night  ?'  Anne  started.  '  How  do 
you  go  ?' 

*  I  have  made  my  plans.' 

Lucy  turned  and  moved  towards  the 
door  with  lingering  steps  ;  she  paused  when 
she  had  reached  it. 

*  I  came  here  under  the  shelter  of  a  lie ; 
for  that  you  hated  me.  But  you  have 
found  out  the  lie  and  punished  me  ;  you 
should  not  hate  me  still.' 

In  the  last  words  there  was  a  touch  of 
questioning,  a  shade  of  entreaty.  Anne, 
standing  by  the  table,  with  her  deep-set 
eyes  fixed  on  the  figure  at  the  door,  answered 
no  word.  For  a  minute  Lucy  waited  ;  the 
wind,  moaning  outside,  seemed  to  pause  at 
the  window  and  catch  its  breath,  and  listen 


ANNE  197 

for  an  answer  ;  but  no  answer  came,  and 
Lucy  passed  out  and  closed  the  door  behind 
her.  Anne  Hatherden  fell  upon  her  knees. 
'  I  am  lost  for  ever  and  ever.  Great 
God,  for  justice  and  for  mercy's  sake,  save 
his  soul  instead  of  my  lost  soul  !' 


CHAPTER  IX. 

The  room  seemed  full  of  darkness ;  Anne 
Hatherden,  her  pale  face  set  and  hard,  went 
to  the  door,  opened  it,  and  stood  outside  on 
the  step,  looking  along  the  road.  The  road 
was  quite  deserted;  no  moving  figure  broke 
its  lonely  length  ;  the  woman  she  had  seen 
for  the  last  time  must  have  walked  very 
quickly.  She  turned  her  eyes  towards  the 
shore  and  the  sea ;  the  scattered  rocks 
showed  dim  along  the  beach,  and  the  clifll^s 
at  Love's  End  Point  had  an  air  of  mystery 
in  the  dusk.  Anne  looked,  and  bent  for- 
ward, and  looked  again  ;  something  moved, 
surely,  amongst  the  rocks,  something  went 
on  and  on  along  the  beach,  indistinct  but 
always  moving,  further  and  further  away. 


ANNE  199 

Anne  Hatherden  stood  and  watched,  and 
her  heart  beat  faster  ;  she  looked  along  the 
beach,  she  glanced  back  towards  the  little 
group  of  fishermen's  huts  on  the  way  to 
Barhaven,  she  hesitated.  Her  breath  came 
quickly;  her  hands  drew  together  and 
grasped  each  other  in  a  tight  hard  grasp, 
her  sad  eyes,  lighted  up  by  fear,  looked 
quickly  all  about  her  and  up  towards  the 
sky.  A  great  horror  had  seized  upon  her  ; 
she  knew  as  she  stood  there  the  way  that 
Lucy  would  go,  she  knew  what  the  night 
would  bring.  But  still  she  did  not  stir, 
and  still  the  thought  that  repeated  itself  again 
and  again,  as  with  a  voice  that  sounded 
through  all  the  twilight  air,  was  this :  For 
his  sake,  for  his  sake  at  the  last.  For  a 
long  time  she  stood  fighting  with  the 
knowledge  within  her,  unconscious  of 
everything  but  this  knowledge  and  the 
thought  that  cried  to  her;  till  at  last  in  her 
desperation  a  new  desperate  thought  sprang 
into  being  ;  and  all  at  once  a  great  quiet  fell 
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upon  her  struggling  spirit,  and  a  dull  cold 
feeling  calmed  the  wild  fever  of  her  brain; 
the  bent  form  drew  itself  upright  again, 
and  the  quivering  face  grew  still  with 
resolve.  Just  a  moment  she  waited,  looked 
back  along  the  road  that  led  through 
Sleepy  Dale  to  Little  Hollow,  then  turned 
once  more  towards  the  sea  and  followed 
the  dim  figure  along  the  shore. 

The  threatening  clouds  overhead  were 
parted  now,  and  there  was  more  light  in 
the  sky;  but  on  the  earth  the  dusk  in- 
creased, and  the  dark  waves  broke  upon 
the  beach  with  a  dreary  sound.  Anne 
Hatherden  went  steadily  on  ;  now  and 
again  she  stumbled  on  the  uneven  shore ; 
and  once  she  fell  and  cut  her  hand  against 
the  sharp  point  of  a  rock  :  but  she  did  not 
notice  that  blood  fell  from  the  wound,  she 
did  not  feel  that  she  was  hurt ;  her  con- 
sciousness was  absorbed  in  watching  the 
shadowy  figure  ahead,  drawing  nearer  and 
nearer  to  Love's  End  Point. 


ANNE  20 1 

The  wind  was  growing  stronger ;  it 
loosened  her  gray  hair  and  sent  some 
straggling  locks  streaming  about  her  face, 
it  blew  against  her,  and  seemed  to  beat  her 
back  ;  but  still  the  figure  ahead  moved  on, 
and  still  Anne  followed  it. 

The  tide  was  coming  in ;  slowly  the 
waves  encroached  upon  the  shore,  slowly 
the  wide  sea  widened  itself  yet  further, 
slowly  the  beach  grew  less.  The  water 
was  a  long  way  from  the  cliffs  that  rose  up 
tall  from  the  shingle  where  Anne  walked, 
but  not  very  far  from  the  rocks  that  ran 
out  from  Love's  End  Point.  The  Point 
was  not  far  away  now  ;  before  her  it  rose, 
reaching  out  towards  the  sea ;  and  Anne 
bent  her  footsteps  outwards,  nearer  to  the 
water,  and  the  sound  of  the  waves  in  her 
ears  grew  louder.  The  ceaseless  sound 
and  the  wind  rushing  by  confused  her 
brain  ;  her  tired  limbs  staggered  under  her, 
her  loosened  hair  half  blinded  her  as  she 
went  ;  yet   still   she   laboured  on,  and  still 
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her  dim  sight  sought  and  found  the  figure 
on  ahead,  that  had  reached  the  rocks  now, 
that  took  its  way  along  the  Httle  zigzag 
path  winding  through  them,  that  never 
paused.  Then,  when  the  rocks  were 
passed,  the  figure  turned  inlands  towards 
the  cliffs,  and  disappeared  behind  the 
Point. 

Anne  followed  on  by  the  way  that  it 
had  gone  ;  the  water  had  almost  reached 
the  little  pathway  ;  already  the  spray  leaped 
up  near  her  as  she  went.  The  rocks  were 
passed  and  lay,  an  uneven  barrier,  behind 
her,  and  before  her  was  the  desolate  rock- 
strewn  beach  of  Love's  End  Stretch. 
Steep  cliffs  rose  up  and  bordered  it  on  the 
landward  side,  and  all  along  from  point  to 
point  stretched  a  line  of  breaking  waves. 

Anne  Hatherden  looked  neither  at  the 
waves  nor  at  the  cliffs ;  her  eyes  sought 
once  again  the  figure  she  had  followed  so 
long.  She  found  it  soon  ;  it  was  still  now, 
and  she  drew  near  to  it,  slowly.     The  back 
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of  the  figure  was  towards  her,  but  as  her 
footsteps  sounded  on  the  pebbly  beach,  it 
turned  with  a  start,  and  with  her  mind's 
sight  rather  than  her  earthly  eyes,  she  saw 
again  the  face  of  Lucy  Hatherden. 

Lucy  shrank  back,  then  came  again 
quickly  forward. 

*  Who  is  it  ?'  she  asked  below  her  breath. 
'  Who  is  it  ?' 

*  It  is  I — Anne.' 

'  Anne  ?  You  have  no  right  to  follow 
me,  I ' 

*  I  have  the  right.' 

Anne  came  closer  to  the  drooping  figure 
of  the  younger  woman,  and  then  in  silence 
she  and  Lucy  looked  through  the  dusk  into 
each  other's  faces.      Lucy  spoke  at  last. 

*  Why  have  you  followed  me  ?' 

*  By-and-by  I  will  tell  you.' 

*  By-and-by  will  be  too  late.  Already 
the  sea  is  over  the  further  rocks  ;  soon  it 
will  cover  them  all.  Do  you  see  that  rock 
there  —  the    black    one    standing    a    little 
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apart  ?  When  the  waves  reach  that  rock 
— I  know  it  well — there  is  no  passing 
back/ 

*  When  the  waves  reach  that  rock,  I  will 
tell  you  why  I  have  come.' 

'  But  you — do  you  understand  ?  Do 
you  mean ' 

*  I  mean  to  stay  with  you/ 

The  elder  woman's  face  was  set  in  firm, 
hard  lines  ;  she  turned  and  looked  towards 
the  sea.  The  dark  waves  were  drawing 
nearer ;  the  wind  sweeping  over  them 
touched  their  crests  with  foam  ;  overhead 
the  sky  was  almost  clear,  and  a  faint  red 
flushed  it. 

Lucy  stood  by  Anne's  side,  and  she  too 
looked  towards  the  sea  and  at  some  isolated 
rocks  that  rose  above  the  waves  now,  but 
would  be  covered  when  the  tide  was  full. 
And  standing  there,  she  thought  of  words 
that  Joel  had  spoken  long  ago  :  *  You  put 
me  in  mind  of  one  of  those  rocks  that 
stand  tar  out  from  the  shore,  and  never  can 
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get  away;  but  wait  there,  with  none  to  help 
or  save,  till  the  waves  come  over  them  and 
swallow  them.'  The  words  came  back  to 
her,  and  she  uttered  a  cry  and  turned 
involuntarily  towards  the  chain  of  rocks. 
The  waves  had  reached  the  black  jagged 
peak  that  forbade  return,  and  climbed  its 
sides  and  dashed  over  it;  near  her  Anne 
stood  quite  still  and  watched  them.  Then 
Lucy,  in  her  fear  and  loneliness,  stretched 
out  her  hand  towards  Anne's  hand,  and 
clasped  it  :  Anne  did  not  move,  and  hand 
in  hand  the  two  women  stood  and  watched 
the  tide  come  in. 

When  the  black  rock  was  covered  over, 
Anne  turned  ;  she  moved  her  lips  as  though 
about  to  speak,  but  the  words  would  not 
come  ;  and  presently  she  turned  back  in 
silence  towards  the  sea. 

The  minutes  went  by  and  lengthened 
into  half  an  hour ;  the  shore  was  verv 
narrow  now,  the  sullen  waves  were  near 
the   cliffs.      Still,    side    by    side,    Lucv   and 
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Anne  Hatherden  watched  them  as  they 
came  ;  the  lone  rocks  were  hidden  in  the 
water,  the  Point  looked  far  out  in  the  sea. 
Then  at  last  Anne  spoke. 

*  It  was  a  lie  I  told  you.  Janet  Wace  is 
dead.' 

'  Dead  ?'  Lucy's  eyes  showed  that  she 
took  no  meaning  from  the  words. 

'  Yes,  she  is  dead.  There  was  no  witness 
against  you.' 

Then  suddenly  the  words  were  real  to 
Lucy's  mind,  and  she  started  from  the 
woman  beside  her  with  a  cry. 

'  No  witness  ?  Oh  you  who  hated  me, 
had  you  not  done  enough  ?' 

Anne  answered  in  her  dull,  expression- 
less voice  : 

'  You  stood  between  Joel  and  his  salva- 
tion ;  he  must  have  perished  by  his  love 
for  you.  I  sinned,  I  gave  my  own  soul 
to  save  his.' 

'  No  hope,  no  help  !'  The  kindly 
apathy    that    had    fallen    upon    Lucy    was 
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changed  by  Anne's  words  to  a  passion  of 
horror  ;  she  wrung  her  hands,  she  beat  her- 
self against  the  steep  hard  diffs.  Anne 
spoke  to  her  again  without  moving. 

*  Stay  quiet  at  the  last ;  death  is  very 
near  now.  Pray  to  the  Lord  for  mercy  on 
your  soul.' 

Lucy  crept  back  to  her  side  again. 

*  You  pray.  I  have  never  known  how 
to  pray  like  you.' 

*  I  cannot  pray  ;  my  name  is  taken  from 
the  Book  of  Life.' 

Seated  on  a  little  ledge  of  rock  Anne 
Hatherden  sat,  still  looking  out  to  sea,  and 
Lucy  crouched  beside  her ;  there  was 
mortal  fear  in  Lucy's  eyes,  and  in  Anne's  a 
fulness  of  despair.  The  darkness  grew, 
and  the  waves  came  on  and  on,  gently  now 
that  all  the  rocks  were  passed,  but  never 
pausing,  never  lingering  on  their  way  to 
the  goal  they  had  to  reach.  At  last  a 
wave  touched  Lucy's  feet  ;  she  started  up 
with   a  wild,  shrill    cry ;  then,  seeing   the 
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dark  water  so  near,  sank  down  again  and 
hid  her  face  in  Anne's  lap.  Anne  put  a 
hand  upon  her  head,  gently,  as  though  to 
quiet  her ;  and  so  they  waited. 

The  waves  came  on  and  on  ;  the  night 
thickened ;  far  out  a  boat  went  past  the 
rocks  of  Love's  End  Point. 


CHAPTER  X. 

Afar  off  Dinah  had  followed  Lucy  along 
the  dusky  road.  She  waited  at  a  distance 
while  Anne  and  Lucy  talked  together  in 
the  cottage;  she  saw  Lucy  come  forth;  she 
watched  her  take  her  way  along  the  beach. 
Then  Dinah  went  forward  again  —  not 
along  the  shore,  but  up  the  higher  ground 
on  to  the  cliffs,  and  from  their  edge 
watched  the  black  speck  that  moved  on  by 
the  water's  side  and  rounded  the  Point. 
High  up  on  the  cliffs  Dinah  passed  the 
Point  too,  and  gazed  down  at  the  dim 
figure  on  the  desolate  beach  below ;  then 
she  turned,  and  with  her  utmost  speed  ran 
back  towards  the  fishermen's  huts  on  the 
way  to  Barhaven. 

VOL.    II.  28 
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Half  an  hour  later  a  boat  set  out  from 
the  shore  ;  two  men  pulled  strong  against 
the  incoming  tide,  and  in  the  stern  sat 
Dinah  Hatherden.  On  the  beach  a  group 
of  men  and  women  watched  them  for  a 
while,  then  set  out  along  the  cliffs  towards 
Love's  End  Point. 

Soon  through  the  village  the  news  was 
spread :  Joel  Hatherden's  wife  had  gone 
beyond  the  Point,  had  lingered  too  long 
and  been  cut  off  by  the  sea,  and  James 
Fale's  boat  was  on  its  way  to  the  rescue. 
The  lonely  cliffs  were  awake  with  life  this 
evening  ;  across  the  darkened  fields  and  over 
the  short,  close  turf  of  the  downs  the  men 
and  women  of  Sleepy  Dale  sped  in  eager 
haste.  Some  of  the  men  took  ropes,  some 
of  the  women  carried  babies  in  their  arms; 
and  all  as  they  went  spoke  of  Joel  Hather- 
den lying  ill  in  bed,  and  of  how  his  heart 
was  set  upon  his  wife,  and  of  how  venture- 
some it  was  to  pass  Love's  End  Point 
when  the  tide  was  coming  in. 
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On  the  cliffs  above,  an  eager  group  was 
gathered ;  men  lay  down  flat  and  looked 
over  the  edge  into  the  darkened  depths 
below;  and  the  women  stood  a  few  paces 
back  and  questioned  anxiously  as  to  what 
was  to  be  seen ;  and  talked  in  whispers 
amongst  themselves  of  that  night  long  ago, 
when  the  woman,  whose  peril  now  roused 
strong  pity  in  their  hearts,  had  stood  among 
them  all  and  begged  for  mercy. 

The  water  was  very  near  the  cliffs;  faintly 
the  sound  of  breaking  waves  came  up  ;  but 
the  wind  was  boisterous,  and  carried  the 
shouts  of  the  watchers  inland  across  the 
downs,  and  brought  no  answering  sound  out 
of  the  depths.  But  all  at  once,  above  the 
wind,  above  the  calling  voices,  a  crv  rose  up, 
shrill,  terrible,  and  wild  ;  for  a  moment  a 
blank  silence  fell  upon  the  watching  group  ; 
then  answering  shouts  went  forth  ;  but  no 
sound  rose  again  out  of  the  dusk  below. 

Over  the  dark  waves  the  boat  drew 
nearer  to  the    cliffs,  and    nearer  vet ;    and 
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Dinah,  with  her  young  eyes  straining 
through  the  half-darkness,  called  again  and 
again  in  her  clear  voice :  *  Mother !'  and 
yet  again  :  '  Mother !'  But  no  voice 
answered,  and  all  along,  the  cliffs  showed 
blank. 

The  boat  drew  nearer  yet ;  it  was  very 
near ;  and  now  in  the  dim  light  could 
be  seen  some  dark  thing  pressed  against 
the  cliff.  The  boat  came  close  to  it,  as 
close  as  the  men  dared  row  to  the  rocks  ; 
then,  while  the  one  man  held  the  boat  as 
steady  as  he  might,  the  other  went  over  the 
side  into  the  sea. 

On  the  little  projecting  ledge  of  rock 
Anne  Hatherden  still  sat  with  blank,  fixed 
eyes,  while  the  waves  climbed  about  her 
feet,  and  the  leaping  spray  dashed  over  her ; 
and  Lucy  still  crouched,  kneeling,  beside 
her ;  but  Lucy's  eyes  were  closed. 

The  boat  drew  out  to  sea,  and  rounded 
the  Point,  and  neared  the  shore  again  ;  and 
on   the   beach   the   crowd,  trooping   down 
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from  the  cliffs,  hastened  to  await  its 
coming.  An  awed  silence  was  upon  the 
people,  but  it  was  broken  by  whisperings, 
as  the  news  spread  amongst  them  that  Anne 
Hatherden  had  been  with  her  brother's 
wife. 

It  was  Anne  who  was  borne  first  through 
the  pitying  crowd  ;  a  faint  cheer  went  up 
when  it  was  found  that  she  still  lived  ;  and 
the  women  pressed  forward  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  white,  stony  face.  But 
Lucy's  face  was  covered,  and  the  women 
drew  back  in  silence,  and  the  men  raised 
their  hats  as  she  was  carried  by ;  for  Lucy 
was  dead. 


epilogue. 


'  And  not  by  eastern  windows  only, 

When  daylight  comes,  comes  in  the  light, 
In  front  the  sun  climbs  slow,  how  slowly, 
But  westward,  look,  the  land  is  bright.' 

Clough. 


EP  I LOGUE 


CHAPTER  I. 

The  wild  autumn  passed  and  the  cold,  long 
winter,  and  spring  was  born  anew  in  Sleepy 
Dale. 

On  a  still,  mild  evening  Dinah  and  Jim 
Saryll  stood  by  the  garden  gate  of  Little 
Hollow. 

*  I  make  only  one  condition,'  Dinah  said, 
looking  up  towards  the  long  green  hill 
with  the  white  band  up  its  side  ;  '  you  must 
never  speak  to  me  of  what  happened 
before  your  mother  died,  you  must  never 
ask  me  why  I  did  what  I  did.  I  have  told 
you  that  I  did  it  to  shield  her  from  some- 
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thing  that  she  feared,  and  I  have  told  you 
that  my  doing  it  was  useless,  because  Martin 
Wace  had  no  real  power  over  her  ;  for  the 
rest  you  must  trust  me  ;  the  time  that  is 
past  is  a  time  I  shall  never  speak  of  again.' 

'  I  shall  never  speak  of  it,'  said  Jim.  *  I 
can  and  do  trust  you,  and  I  give  you  my 
promise  that  that  time  of  darkness  shall  be, 
as  far  as  I  can  make  it,  as  if  it  had  never 
been.' 

For  another  ten  minutes  the  man  and 
the  girl  lingered  by  the  gate,  talking  no 
more  of  the  past,  but  all  of  the  future ; 
then  Jim  went  up  the  road  over  the  hill, 
and  Dinah  went  back  to  the  house. 

Joel  Hatherden  sat  by  the  fire  in  the 
hall  of  Little  Hollow.  He  was  very  bent 
and  grey,  and  his  face  was  marked  with 
many  lines  that  had  not  been  there  a  year 
ago.  Dinah  went  to  him  and  stood  by  his 
side  ;  after  a  minute  he  spoke. 

*  Have  you  and  Jim  made  it  up  ?' 

'  Yes,  father.' 
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'  I  thought  as  much/ 
There    was    a    little    pause    before    Joel 
spoke  again. 

*  Dinah  '/ 
'Yes,  father/ 

*  Did  you  tell  him — all  the  story  of  that 
time  ?' 

*  No.  I  thought  there  was  no  need;  and 
it  is  much  better  that  he  should  not  know. 
I  told  him  he  must  never  ask  me  about 
that  time.* 

*  And  he — did  he  agree  ?' 
'  Yes.' 

*  It  is  well.  I'm  glad  he  does  not 
know.' 

Joel  rose  and  took  a  few  turns  up  and 
down  the  room  ;  he  stopped  beside  his 
daughter,  and  taking  her  hand,  led  her  to 
the  broad  seat  opposite  the  fireplace. 

*  Dinah,'  he  said,  '  while  you  were  out 
in  the  garden  there,  I've  been  thinking.' 
He  waited  a  little  while,  but  presently 
went  on,  in  the  old,  hesitating  way.     *  We 
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shall  never  know  the  truth  about  that 
night — how  she  came  to  go  beyond  the 
Point  when  the  tide  was  so  high,  nor 
whether  they  were  friends  at  the  last,  those 
two.  The  Lord  has  laid  His  hand  on 
Anne  and  darkened  her  mind,  and  I  doubt 
she'll  never  be  able  to  tell  us  how  it  all 
came  about.' 

'  I  wouldn't  think  about  it,  father,'  said 
Dinah  ;  '  I  mean  as  to  wondering  how  it 
happened.' 

'  I  don't,  Dinah,'  said  Joel,  '  I  don't — 
not  often  that's  to  say — seeing  the  Lord's 
seen  fit  to  hide  it  from  me ;  only  I'ld  like, 
somehow,  to  know  if  they'd  been  friends.' 

Dinah  was  silent,  and  after  a  minute 
Joel  went  on  speaking. 

*  I  was  thinking,'  he  said,  *  while  you 
were  out  yonder,  that  after  you're  married 
rid  bring  Anne  back  again  to  where  she 
was  born.  There's  only  her  and  me  now, 
and  I  can  never  know.' 

'  Know  what,  father  ?' 
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*  Whether  thev  were  friends.  Yet  I 
don't  know  it  should  make  any  difference — 
rightly.  I  could  feel  tenderer  to  Anne  if  I 
thought  they  were  friends  ;  and  yet — if  it 
wasn't  so,  even  if  she  was  against  her  to 
the  end,  I  don't  know  that  I've  any  right 
to  act  harsh-like.' 

*  I  think  you  have  never  been  harsh  to 
anyone,  father.' 

^  I've  come  to  think  it's  only  the  Lord 
has  any  right  to  act  harsh-like — or  what 
seems  to  us  harsh-like,'  Joel  went  on,  with- 
out noticing  Dinah's  words, '  only  the  Lord, 
seeing  He's  the  only  one  can  see  quite 
plain.  And  so  I  think  I'll  bring  Anne 
back  again.  If  they  were  friends  I'ld  like 
to  do  it,  and  if  not — well,  it's  better  to  be 
gentle,  I've  been  thinking,  if  you're  one 
that  doesn't  see  plain.'  He  was  silent  a 
minute,  and  then  he  added  slowly :  '  So  it 
'Id  be  right,  I  take  it,  either  way.' 

Then  he  rose  and  went  back  to  his  usual 
seat  by  the  fire. 


CHAPTER   11. 

It  was  the  day  after  Dinah's  wedding.  In 
the  hall  of  Little  Hollow  sat  Anne  Hather- 
den,  in  the  chair  in  which  she  had  been 
used  to  sit  many  years  ago,  and  Joel  sat  by 
the  fireside  and  watched  her.  That  very 
afternoon  he  had  brought  her  home  again, 
and  he  had  fancied  that  the  sight  of  the 
familiar  room  and  all  the  many  things 
about  her  that  she  knew,  had  caused  some 
slight  change  in  the  apathy  that  had  closed 
upon  her  on  the  evening  on  which  she  had 
met  death  face  to  face ;  and  in  his  heart  a 
faint  hope  rose  up,  that  perhaps,  after  all, 
he  might  learn  at  last  how  Lucy  had 
died. 
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Ever  since  that  evening,  Anne's  face  had 
worn  the  same  set  expression,  her  eyes  had 
looked  forth  with  the  same  look  of  despair, 
her  Hps  had  spoken  only  stray  muttered 
words.  And  now  the  doctor  said  that  if 
the  fact  of  finding  herself  amidst  the  sur- 
roundings that  had  been  familiar  to  her  for 
so  many  years  did  not  rouse  her  from  her 
apathy,  there  was  little  chance  that  she 
would  ever  again  be  conscious  of  the  life 
that  passed  around  her.  So  Joel  sat  watch- 
ing anxiously  ;  he  fancied  that  the  strange 
fixed  eyes  had  looked  round  restlessly  once 
or  twice,  he  fancied  that  the  lips  moved 
now  and  again,  he  fancied  that  from  time 
to  time  a  quiver  passed  across  the  still, 
blank  face. 

The  clock  struck  six,  and  as  it  struck 
Anne  started,  glanced  round,  and  trembled. 
Joel  leaned  forward  and  spoke  to  her,  but 
she  did  not  answer,  and  the  old  anguished 
look  came  back  to  her  face  again.  It  was 
very  quiet  all  around ;  and  in  the  twilight 
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Stillness  the  old  clock  in  the  corner — the 
clock  that,  together  with  Anne  Hatherden, 
had  made  punctuality  so  rigid  in  the  house- 
hold for  many  years — held  undisputed  sway 
with  its  ticking. 

The  minutes  went  by,  and  the  hands  of 
the  clock  moved  round,  on  and  on  towards 
the  hour  of  seven  ;  still  Anne  sat,  stiff  and 
motionless,  and  still  Joel  watched  her.  The 
time  went  on,  and  then  at  last,  amidst  the 
ticking  came  another  sound,  the  whirring, 
grating  sound  that  the  old  clock  always 
made  five  minutes  before  striking  the  hour. 
Joel  started  as  he  heard  it,  and  Anne  too 
started  ;  slowly  she  turned  her  head,  slowly 
a  new  look  came  into  her  face,  slowly  she 
gazed  around  her ;  and  Joel,  half  risen 
from  his  seat,  watched  her  with  trembling 
hope.  Then,  still  looking  round  as  though 
in  search  of  something  that  her  dim  eyes 
failed  to  find,  at  last  Anne  spoke  aloud. 

'  Dinah!'  she  said;  and  when  no  answer 
came,  her  voice  grew  sterner.      '  Dinah,  put 
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away  your  book,  and  turn  your  thoughts  to 
a  better  world.' 

She  paused  again,  and  in  the  pause  the 
clock  struck  seven  strokes. 

*  Dinah  !'  The  voice  was  almost  im- 
ploring now ;  there  was  a  curious,  half- 
doubtful  look  on  the  face.  *  Dinah, 
come  !' 

Then  Joel  Hatherden  came  forward 
from  the  corner  where  he  had  watched, 
and  went  softly  to  the  figure  in  the  chair, 
and  placed  his  folded  hands  in  the  figure's 
lap,  as  many  years  ago  Dinah  had  been 
used  to  do,  when,  at  seven  o'clock  everv 
evening,  she  had  said  her  prayers.  Look- 
ing up,  he  saw  a  smile  come  over  the  face; 
and  he  knew  the  meaning  of  its  strange- 
ness and  its  peace,  and  knew  that  he  would 
never  learn  now  what  had  passed  on  the 
night  when  Lucy  had  died. 

Anne  spoke  again,  and  the  words  she 
spoke  were  the  words  of  the  Lord's  Prayer, 
said  slowly  as  she  had  said  them  in  Dinah's 
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childish   days  ;    and  Joel,   in   a   low   voice, 
repeated  atter  her  each  petition. 

Then,  when  the  prayer  was  finished,  she 
still  went  on :  *  Oh  Lord,  hless  all  this 
household,  wash  out  my  sins,  and  save  my 
soul,  and  deliver  me  fi-om  the  pains  of 
hell  ;'  and  Joel,  speaking  after  her,  said 
the  words  again  :  '  Wash  out  my  sins,  and 
save  my  soul,  and  deliver  me  from  the 
pains  of  hell.' 

Outside  the  pink  glow  of  the  sunset  died 
slowly  away,  and  night,  rising  from  the 
valleys,  met  night  descending  from  the 
sky,  and  joining  in  one  strength  together 
upon  the  hills,  cast  a  still  darkness  over 
Sleepy  Dale  and  folded  quiet  arms  about 
Little  Hollow. 

All  through  the  evening,  Anne  Hather- 
den  sat  with  the  new,  strange  smile  upon 
her  face ;  despair  and  grief  had  ceased  to 
trouble  her ;  and  her  mind  was  as  the 
mind  of  a  little  child,  except  that  it  could 
never  change  or  grow.     From  that  evening 
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there  lived  through  all  her  future  only  a 
far-off  past,  and  in  her  darkened  mind  the 
only  light  was  the  light  of  long  ago.  She 
lived  for  many  years,  and  Joel  Hatherden 
stayed  with  her  and  cared  for  her  till  she 
died. 


THE    END. 
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Classical  Extracts.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Od. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton  s 

Anatomy  of  Mej^ancholy.     Post  Svo, cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

PAINE    (T.    HALL),    NOVELS    BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth"extra,  38.  6d.  ea^ 
post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each;  cloth  limp,  3s.  (id.  each. 
SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         I    THE  DEEMSTER. 


CAMERON    (COMMANDER). -THE    CRUISE   OF    THE    "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B.    Wiili  Two  lUustra- 
tions  by  P.  Macnab.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

CAMERON  (MRS7Tl7T()VEtT)rNm/lLS~BY:  "~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6tl.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s*  eacb» 
gUUST'S  GUARDIAN.  1   DEOEIYERB  BYEB. 
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CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With    Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  la.  6d. 
THE    CORRESPONDENCE    OP    THOMAS    CARLYLE     AND     RALPH    WALDO 

EMERSON,  1834  to  1872.    Edited  by  Charles  Eliot  Norton.    With  Portraits. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  249. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  WORKS.  Vol.  L  contain^  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odvssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6».  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.— A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVINCJ, 

Historical  and  Practical.     By  William  Andrew  Chatto  cind  John  Jackson.     With 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  tine  Illusts.  Large  4to,  hf.-bd.,  JJSh, 

CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  HaweT^. 
With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Small  410,  cloth  extra,  69. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  K.  Haweis.  DemySvo.  clotn  limp,  gg.  6d. 

CLARE.— FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS :  A  Tale  of  Tyn^dik^     B^ 

Austin  Clare.     Post  Svo,  picture  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  39.  6d. 

CLIVE  (MRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  29.  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL.  I      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.— MYTHS    AND   DREAMS.      By  Edward    Clodd.   F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  39.  Gd. 

COBBAN.  — THE    CURE    OF    SOULS:   A  Story.     By  J.  Maclarem 

Cobban.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  29. 

COLEMAN  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.    Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  24». 
CURLY;  An  Actor's  Story.  W'itb  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  Dollman.   Cr.  Svo,  cL,  I9.  6d. 

COLLINS  (C.   ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.     Post  8vo,  2s: 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY.  ' 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  29.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  I  FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.  I  TRANSMIGRATION. 
BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR.  |  YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSEn  |  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2».  each. 
A  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.    |    SWEET  AND  TWENTY.    [    FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

Cr.  8vo.  cl  ex.,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  29.  each;  cl.  limp,  29.  6d.  each, 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     I  lustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE  AND   SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahonkt, 
AFTER  DARK.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN  OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R. A.,  and  F.  A.  Frasek. 
HO  NAME.    With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.    Witn  Illustrations  by  G:  H.  Thomas. 

THE  MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Eraser. 
MAN  AND   WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A, 
THE  NEW  MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN   DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Halu 
THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL,    Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER. 
THE   BLACK  ROBE. 


THE  EVIL  GENIUS, 
LITTLE   NOVELS. 
THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIK. 


HEART  AND  SCIENCE. 
"I   SAY  NO." 

A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  _ 
BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  Walter  Besakt,  and  Illusts.  by  A.  Forestier. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY.  " 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  69.  [Shorttr. 

A  MONOGRAPH  OH  DEAN  SWIFT,    Crown  8yo,  cloth  extra,  »•.  iShortly, 
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COLMAN'S  HUMOBOUS  WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  "My  Nightgown 

and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of  George  Colman.     With  Life  by 
G.  B.  BucKSTONK,  >nd  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ta.  6il. 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY   INCH   A   SOLDIER .  A  Novel.      By  M.  J. 

CoLQUHOUN.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ^w. 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:  A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine 

Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  Iw. ;  cloth  limp,  1».  6il. 

CONWAY~(MONCURE~^D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEYIL-LORE.    With  63  Illustrations.    Third  Edition.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  JJSs. 
A  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.     25  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.     Sq.  Bvo,  cloth,  68. 
PINE   AND   PALM:  A  Novel.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  52 1 9. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY  Traced   to  their  Sources  and 

Restored.     Fcap.  Bvo,  Japanese  vellum,  ga.  Od.^ 

COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  39.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  29. 
LEO.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  89. 

CORN^ALL.-POPULAR  ROMANCES  OF  THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 
LAND ;  or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  79. 6d. 

COTESy^tWO WRLS^^ITAB'AR'GE.     By  vTCecil  Cotes.      With 

44  lUugtrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 

CRADDOCK.-THE  PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUN- 

TAINS.  By  Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  39^;  cl.  limp,  29. 6«1« 

CRUIKSHANK'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.     Compl^e'Tn  Two   sTRfEs": 

The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
shank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  79.  6d.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  79.  6d^ 

CUMMING'CC.  F.  GORDON),  WORKS  BY.      Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  89.  6d.  each. 
IN   THE  HEBRIDES.     With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN  THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  8vo,  cl.,79.  Qd. 

CUSSANS.— A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY ;   with  Ins"tructi^5i"for 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
408  Woodcuts,  Two  Coloured  and  Two  Plain  Plates.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  79.  6d. 

CYPLESCWT)— HEARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6d.;  post8vo,bds.,2s^ 
TSANIEL.— MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.  By  George 

^     Daniel.  With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  39. 6d. 

DAUDETT^^'HE  EVANGELIST;  or,  .Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

DAVENANT.— HINTS  FOR  PARENTS  "OlTTHECHOICE  OF^APRO^ 

FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.    By  F.  Davenant,  M.A.    Post  8vo,  I9. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

DAVIES  (DR.  NTX^ORKE-),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each:  cloth  limp,  Is.  fid.  each. 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE.    Crown  8vo,  2s.;  cloth  limp.  29.  6d. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS,  includin"g 

Psalms  I.  to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Unpublished  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  129. 

DAWSON.— THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH  :  A  Novel  of  Adventure. 
By  Erasmus  Dawson,  M.B.  Edited  by  Paul  Psvon.  With  Two  Illustrations  by 
Hume  Nisbet.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  39.  6d. 
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DE  GUERIN.— THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.  With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuvk.  Translated  from  the 
20th  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap,  8to,  half-bound,  28.  6d. 

DE  MAISTRE.-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  Xavier  de 

Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.     Post  8vo^  cloth  limp,  g."^.  <jd. 

DE  MILLE.— A  CASTLE  IN    SPAIN.     By  James  De  Mille.     With  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tj**.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illastrated  boards,  28. 

DERBY  (THE).— THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF :  A  Chronicle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Diomed  to  Donovan.  With  Notes  on  the  Win- 
ning Horses,  the  Men  who  trained  them,  Jockeys  who  rode  them,  and  Gentlemen  to 
whom  they  belonged  ;  also  Notices  of  the  Betting  and  Betting  Men  of  the  period,  and 
Brief  Accounts  of  The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.   Cr.Svo.cl.,  3s.6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds..3s.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  S».  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  j    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.  |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1S70.    With  a  New  Bibliography. 

Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. — Also  a 

Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Ma\fair  Library^  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.    With  57  Illustrations 

by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6il« 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev 
E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7n.  6d. 

AUTHORS  AND   THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28, 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr,  Svo,  cl.,  68.  6d. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.  By  F.  Hays.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  58, 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND   PHRASES:    A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of- 
the- Way  Matters.     By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.    Translated,  with  Annota- 

tions,  from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Comedien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
W i t h  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  Svo,  parchment,  48.  6d. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.     Square  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
FOUR    FRENCHWOMEN:    Mademoiselle  deCorday;   Madame  Roland  ;  The 
Princess  de  Lamballe  ;  Madame  de  Genlis.  Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-roxburghe,  28.  6d»_ 

DOBSON    (W.    T.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  28.  6d.  each. 

LITERARY  FRIVOLITIES,  FANCIES.  FOLLIES,  AND  FROLICS. 
POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCJEN TRICITIES. 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  28.  each:  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
THE  MAN-HUNTER.  I    TRACKED  AND  TAKEN. 

CAUGHT  AT  LASTl  I    WHO  POISONED    HETTY  DUNCAN? 

A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  fis. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DOYLE   (A.  CONAN,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke  "),  NOVELS  BY. 
THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
STRANGE  SECRETS.    Told  by  Conan   Doyle,    Percy  ^Fitzgerald,    Florencb 
Marryat,  &c.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.ex..  Eight  Illusts..  6s.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  28. 

DRAMATISTS,    THE    OLD.     with  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.8vo,cl.  ex.,  6s.  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graDhical  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Three  Vols, 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINQEB'S  PLAYS*  From  Gifford's  Test  Edit  bx  CoUCuakingham.  OoeVoL 
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DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  <><l.  each, 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  lit  Illustrations  by  F.  H.TowNSEND.   _         ,      „    „    ^ 
AH  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

DYERT^THETOLK-LORE  of  plants.     By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

DvER.  M.A.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  6«. 

T^ARLY  ENGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 

^       tion-^  by  Rev  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  boards,  ii»,  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)   COMPLETE   COLLECTED   POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 
EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 

By  E.  R.  Pearck  Edgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5». 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY:  ' 

A   POINT  OF   HONOUR.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

ARCHIE  LOYELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. ;  post  Bvo,  illust  boards,  3». 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).-WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  guaint,  and  Out-ol-theWay  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edwards. 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7».  Od. • 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  Bvo,  illustrated  Boards,  tis. ;  cloth  limp,  lis.  6d. 

FELICIA.    Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 


EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,2s. 
EMANUEL.— ON    DIAMONDS    AND    PRECIOUS    STONES:     Their 

History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  tor  ascertaining  their  Reality.    By 
Harry  EKianuel,  F.R.G.S.    With  Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6». 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Iliusts.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  ta.  Qcl. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count   of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.    With  an  Autotype.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  <i». 

EYES,  OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.    With  70  Iliusts.     Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  Bvo,  In, 

PAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

Bent,  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  Ta.  0<l, 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  8vo,  doth  extra,  4*.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.     Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

OR  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

W AR :  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo,  la. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

FENN  (MANVILLE).— THE  NEW  MISTRESS  :  A  Novel.   By  G.  Man- 

ville  Fenn,  Author  of  "  Double  Cunning,"  &c.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3h.  6d. 

FICTION.- A  CATALOGUE  OF  NEARLY  SIX  HUNDRElTWORK^ 

OF    FICTION  published  by  Chatto  &  WiNrMjs,  with  a  Short  Critical  Notice  of 
each  (/o  pages,  demy  Bvo),  will  be  sent  free  upon  application. 

FIN-BEC— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS:  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Liv in g  and  Dining.     By  Fin-Beg.     Post  Bvo.  cloth  limp,  tin,  6d. 

FIREWORKS,   THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 

■     (i9«lliaiit'l  TrtMurjr,    Sy  Thomas  Ksntish^   Whb  367  lUvstrAti^Bf,   Cr,  Svo,  cl,,  5a. 


CHAttO    ic   WlNbU^,   214,    PIGCADiLLV.  ^ 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a,  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d, 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.4to,  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3g.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  its. 

Post  Svo,  illustrpted  boards,  tjs.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OP  BRANTOME.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.     |  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE   OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck).    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 
Doings,  and  Writin^-s;  and  Four  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  24». 

FLAMMARION.— URANIA  :  A  Romance. ~  By  Camillk  Flammarion. 
Translated  by  Augusta  Rice  Stetson.  With  go  Illustrations  by  Ds  Bieler, 
Myrbach,  and  Gambard.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5», 

FLETCHER'SIgILES,"  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  Victorie 

in  Heaven,  Christ's   Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A,  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  Ob. 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE  :   A  Series  of  Family  Letters. 

Post  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Od. 


FONBLANQUE (ALBANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  Post8vo,illust.bds.,2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  6«1.  each:  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  I  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE  T 

OLYMPIA.  PostSvo.illust.  bds..  38.  |  ESTHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap.Svo.pict.cover,  l8. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE   LAW.    Crown  Hvo,  cloth,  Os. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3g. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),   NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

THE   LAWTON  GIRL.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  6s. ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF.    By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  7s.  <>«!.  each. 

FRENZENY.— FIFTY~YEARS  ON  THE  TRAIL:  Adventures  of  John 

Y.  Nelson,  Scout,  Guide,  and  Interpreter.     By  Harrington  O'Reilly.     With  loo 
Illustrations  by  Paul  Frenzeny.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  Gi\m 

FRERE.— PANDURANG~HXRI  ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 
face  by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  G«l. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  '2>*. 

FRISWELL  (HAIN).— ONE  OF  TWO  :  A  Novel.   Post  Svo,  illust.  bd^72s: 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Grown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  e.l.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN   AND  THE   OLD   LONDON   FAIRS. 

FRY'STHERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c.     Edited 
by  John  Lane.     Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  Cd. 

HARDENING  BOOKS.      Post  Svo.  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6«1.  each. 
^  A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  the 
Manasement  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:   Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.     By  Tom  Jerrold. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREW  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


GARRETT.— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS:  A  Novel.    By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .3«.  ttd.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ha. 

GlENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZTNETTHE.     Is.  Monthly.     In  addition  to  the 
Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,  Science,  and  Art,  lor  which  this  Magazine  has 
so  high  a  reputation,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Sylvanus  Urban  appears  monthly. 
*^*  Bounl  Volumes  for  recent  years  kiH  m  stock,  8s.  6<1.  each:  Cases  for  binding,  Hm. 

GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUALTTHE.  Published  Annually  in  November,    is. 
The  1891  Annual  is  written  by  T.  W.  Speight,  Author  of  "The  Mysteries  of  Heroa 
Dyke,"  and  is  entitled  BACK  TO  LIFE, 


Id  BOOKS   PUBLISHED   fiY 

^ ^ ,1     ^  .  .       ..  ^ 

GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  On.  tfd.;  gilt  edges.  Tw.  6d. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Od.  each;  po<^t  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2».  each. 


ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM. 
THE   FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST. 
THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 


OP  HIGH  DEGREE. 
IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF   GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING. 

QUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW, 

IN   PASTURES  GREEN. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '^«.  each. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY   MEAD  AND   STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.      |      A  HARD  KNOT. 

HEART'S  DELIGHT.  I  BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED  I    Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ii*.  eaoh. 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                        I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    | 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.     Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea — 
Charity — The  Princess — The  Palace  o!  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen — Dan'l 
Druce— Tom  Cobb— H.M.S.  "  Pinafore  "—The  Sorcerer— Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC'OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Hn.  6d. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK :  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson^    Royal  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  ^b.  6d. 


GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle  and  Adventure.    With  8  Illusts.  by 

Hume  Nisbet.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
THE  FOSSICKER :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.    With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 

by  Hume  Nisbet.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lis.  6d. 

GLENNY.— A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE^ 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.    By  George  Glenny.    Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

GODWIN.— LIVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.     By  William  God- 

WIN.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY    OF    THOUGHT,   THE :    An  Encyclopaedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  bv  Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  78.  6d. 

GO WING:=^IV2 THOUSAND  MILESISTA  SLEDGE  ;  A  Midwinter 

Journey  Across   Siberia.    By  Lionel  F.  Gowng.    With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uken,  and  a  Map  by  E.  Weller.     Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Hs. 

GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE;   A  Story.      By  Leonard 

Graham.     Fcap.  8t«,  picture  cover,  Is. 

GREEKS    ANDn^JMANS,    THE    LIFE    OF    THE,    described    from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.   Edited  by  Dr,  F.  Hueffer. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  61!. 

(JREENWOOD    (JAMES),   WORKS    BY.      Cr.  Svo.  doth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |         LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY:  ~ 

NIKANOR.    Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.    With  8  Illusts.    Cr.  Bvo,  cl.  extra,  68. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Hn. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 


GRIFFITH.— CORINTHIA  MARAZION :    A  Novel.     By  Cecil  Grif- 

fith,  Author  of  "  Victory  Deane,"  &c.    Three  Vols.  [Shortly. 

UABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS  BY.  ~ 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  28.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6fl.  each. 
BBUETON'S  BAYOU.  1         COUNTRY  LUCK. 


CHATTO    8c    WINDUS,    214    PICCADILLY.  ii 

HAIR,  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  Svo,  ci.  ex.,  6^.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  SB. 

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.    By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise, ^Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Medium  Sro,  cloth  extra.  7m.  6<I. 

HALLIDAY~(ANDR.).-EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.     Post  8vo.  bds.,'2sr 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  over  loo  FacsimUes 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  ttd. 

HANKY-PANKY:  A  Collection  of  Very  Easy  Tricks,  Very  Difficult 
Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand.  &c.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     B>^ 

Lady  DuFFUS  Hardy.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  

HARDY  (THOMAS). -UNDER  THE  GREENWOOD  TREK   B^ 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  of  "Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd."     With  Portrait  and  15 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HARWOOD.— THE  TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    P"^st 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  

HAWEIS    (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs.  each. 
THE  ART  OF  BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART   OF   DECORATION.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.    With  S  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 

THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  Is. :  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.    Demy  SvO:  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.).-AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving,    Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell    Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  H'arte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

HAWLEY"SMAM':=WiTHOTTnrOVE~0^^  A  Novel.     By 

Hawley  Smart.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .*5s.  6d. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR    OLD    HOM^      By  Nathaniel   Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passages   from   the  Author's   Note-book,    and   Illustrated   with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 


GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN. 

SEBASTIAN   STROME. 
FORTUNE'S  FOOL. 


BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |        DUST. 

DAVID     POINDEXTER. 

THE   SPECTRE   OF  THE  CAMERA. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
MISS  CADOGNA.  J LOYE— OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover,  Is. 
A  DREAM   AND  A   FORGETTING.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. ^___ 

HAYS.— WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY  :  A  Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 

Contemporaries.     By  Frances  Hays.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


HEATH.-MY  GARDEN  WILD,   AND   WHAT   I    GREW    THERE. 

By  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  tts. 

HELPS  7STR~ARTHUR),    WORKS  "BY.      Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  2«.  6d.  each. 
ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 

lYAH  DE  BIBOH  ;  A  Novel.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  Ss.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illnst.  bds.,  2g. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE  :  A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING    LADY.      By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
of  "  Tlie  Bishops'  Bible,''    Post  8yo,  cloth  extra,  2>.  6d. 


T2  BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 

HERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  ISw. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.      By  Dr.  Theodor 
Hertzka.    Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  C».       

HESSE- WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.    By  Chevalier 

Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.     W i th  22  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  <>«!. 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3ti.  6«l. 

THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.  By  One  of  the  Fra- 
ternity.     Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sa,  <>«l. 

nOEY.— THE  LOVER'S  CREED.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.     Post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2». ^_^_ 

HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 
HOLMES.-THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PJRESERVATION:  A  Popular  Manual  for  the  Use   of  Speakers  and  Singers.    By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.P.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  la.  Cd. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. — Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 

of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  85  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  printed  on 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

HOOD  (TOM). -FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arksological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Os. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS ;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Life   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7h.  Gd. 

HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE    OF    RABY  :   A  Novel.     By  Mrs.  George 

Hooper.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HOPKINS.— *"TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:'*  A  Novel.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HORNE.  —  ORION:  An  Epic  Poem.  By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 

HORSE  (THE)  AND  HIS  RIDER:  An  Anecdotic  Medley.   By  "  Thor- 

MANBY."    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HUNT.— ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

and  other  Pieces.     Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Edmund  Ollier.      Post  Svo, 
printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  3s.    Also  in  sm.  sq.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  at  same  price, 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALFRED),  NOVELS  BY\ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Js.  Gd.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.       |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 

THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

HYDROPHOBIA :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System.  Containing 
a  Translation  of  all  his  Communications  on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of  his 
Method,  and  Statistics.     By  Renaud  Suzor,   M.B.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

TNGELOW  (JEAN).— FATED   TO  BE  FREE.     With  24  Illustrations 

by  G.  J.  PiNWELL.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  Gd.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

INDOOR  PAUPERS.    By  0ns  of  Them.    Crown 8vo,  is.;  cloth.  Is.  6(1, 
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IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS  OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  Urn,  ttd. 

JAMES. -A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Charles 

James.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  1b«  ;  cloth  limp,  la.  6d. 

JANVrER.-PRACTICAL  KERAMICS  FOR~STUDENTS.  By  Catherine 

A.  Janvier.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iin, 

JAY  (HARRIETT),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3«.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN.     |    THE  QUEER  OF  CONNAUGKT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2«.  ««1.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE  LIFE  OF  THE  FIELDS.  |  THE  OPEN  AIR. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    With  a  Photograph  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tiw. 

JENNINGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  38.  6d. 

LORD  TENNYSON  ;  A  Biographical  Sketch.      With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  its, 

JEROME.  —  STAGELAND  :  Curious  Habits  and  Customs  of  its  In- 
habitants. By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge. 
Square  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6*1. 

JERROLD.-THE  BARBER'STHAIRT&  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Douglas  Jerrold.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  i^. 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  l8.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN ;   The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

JESSE.-SCENES  and  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.AT)rWORKS  BY.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.      With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Ee?s,  Luck,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:  A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  Illistrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
ham.   Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6^.  each.     __^ 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORI^OF.    Translated  by  Whiston. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  of  the  Jews."     With  52 
Illustrations  and  Maps.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  l'-3**.  6d. 

T^EMPT.— PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.    Bv 

Robert  Kempt.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  61!. 

KERSHAW.  —  COLONIAL    FACTS     AND     FICTIONS :     Humorous 

Sketches.     By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  gs. ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

KEYSER.  —  CUT  BY  THE   MESS:   A  Novel.     By  Arthur  Keyser. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

KINGTrTASHE),  novels  by.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3*..  6d.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  bds.,  2s.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  J_  "AHE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

PASSION'S  SLAVE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  hoards^  3s. 

BELL  BARRY.    2  vols.,  crown  Svo.  


KINGSLEY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

OAKSHOTT  CASTLE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3a. 

NUMBER  SEYEHTEEH.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  eitra,  3».  6d. 

KNIGHT SITHE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century, 
tdued,  wittj  ao  iBtroduetion,  by  tiie  Mar^usss  of  LoR-ne,  K-T-  Cr.  Svo,  cl,  ej.-,  Oe, 
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KNIGHT.  — THE    PATIENT'S   VADE    MECUM :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.  By  William  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  bvo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

T  AMB'S    (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,   in    Prose    and  Vers^ 

*^  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  ohepherd.     With  Two  Portraits 

and  Facsimile  of  a  page  of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig."'     Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  Ts.  6d. 
THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound, 'is. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  bv  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Jis.  Od. 

LANDOR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching;  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  tjs.  6d. 

LANE.— THE   THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d.  each. 

LARDER.— A  SINNER'S  SENTENCE:  A  Novel.  By  A.  Larder.  Three 

Vols.,  crown  8vo. IShortly, 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  38.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY  :  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. \ THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5a. 
JEUX   D'ESPRIT.     Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  gg.  6d. 

LEYS  (JOHN).— THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s> 

LIFE  IN  LONDON ;  or.  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.  With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
y«i.  6d. [New  Edition  pr0aring, 

LINTON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  29.  6d.  each. 
WITCH  STORIES.  |         OURSELVES;  Essays  on  Womem. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.each. 
BOWING  THE  WIND.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA   KEMBALL.  "MY   LOYE!"  |  lONE. 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.  PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  ft  Miser. 
THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tjs.  each, 
THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         |         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 


LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Tfa,  6d. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3.s.  Od. ;   post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^8. 

LUSIAD   (THE)  OF   CAMOENS.     Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.     With  14  Plates.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  18g« 

]y[ACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

TERESA  ITASCA,  and  other  Stories.    Crown  Svo,  bound  in  canvas,  3s.  6d. 
BROKXN  VHRGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY.  ' 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Second  Edition,  Grown  8vo,  cl,  extra,  fit. 
EDHOR  WHITLOCK.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6e, 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  i83o.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I'-is.  each. — Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s,  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  ot  1886,  in  Two  Vols., 
laree  crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7>*.  Od.  each. 

JL  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  FOUR  GEORGES.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
12s.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s,  6d.  each;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ^s.  each. 


THE   WATERDALE    NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR   SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE, 
DONNA   QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
MAID    OF   ATHENS, 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


•*THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 

Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.,  m.p.),  works  by. 

THE   FRENCH   REVOLUTION.     Four  Vols.,  &vo,  13s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History,  1793-1886.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6». 

ENGLAND   UNDER  GLADSTONE,  1880-85.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

HAFIZ  IN  LONDON:  Poems.      Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  83. 

OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is  6d. 

DOOM-!  An  Atlantic  Episode.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

LILY  LASS:  A.  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols,,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case,  31s.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  3s.  6d.  each. 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple. — The  Gospel  Women. — Book  of  Sonnets, — Organ  Songs. 

I,    III.  Violin  Songs, — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  or  Dreams. — 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children, 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs, 

„  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  ]     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIII.  Thb  Light  Princess. — The  Giant's  Heart. — Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn, — Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter. — The  Wow  o'  Rivven. — The  Castle. — The  Broken 
Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 


THE  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  DR.   GEORGE  MACDONALD.      Col- 
lected  and  arranged  by  the  Author.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s.       [Shortly. 


MACDONELL.— QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.   By  Agnes  Macdonell. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tin.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

MACGREGOR.  —  PASTIMES    ANir"PLAYERS  :    Notes  on   Popular 

Gaine?,     By   Robert  Macgregor.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

MACKAYT^INTERLUDES  and  UNDERTONESTor.  Music  atTwHight. 

By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D,    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MACLISE  PlTRTRAnM^irLERYlfHEyOF^LLUSTRW  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  85  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B,A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.      square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE   ARDENNES.    With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
PICTURES    AND     LEGENDS    FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

34  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH   BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T,  R,  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE,    With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  EYIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.    |         LOST  ROSE. 


i6 BOOKS   PUBLiSHED   bV 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
I'iiections  lor  producing  the  Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and  preparing  Lantern 
Slides.     ByT.  C.  Hepworth.     With  lo  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  1«. ;  cloth,  la.  6d» 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiels,  &;c.  All  from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4m.  6d. 

MAGNA  CHAPtTA  :  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
•Museum,  3  leet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5»» 

MALLOCK  (W.  HO,  WORKS~BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Pnst  Svo,  picture  cover,  3«.;  cloth  limp,  S*.  Cd. 

THE  KEY/  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

FO^i-MS.     Small  4to,  parchment,  Ss. 

IS   LIFE  WORTH  LIVING?    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6». 

LIALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D' ARTHUR  :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  ot  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.       PoSt  8vO,  cloth  limp,  ^8. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  rs.  Gd.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Eraser. 
THE   GILDED  AGE.     By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY   OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  230  Illusts.  by  Beard. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  Ts.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  Ss.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  2^4  Illustrations. 

(Tiie  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TV/AIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.    With  iii  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.     With  300  Illustrations. 
ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 

THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

THE    AMERICAN    CLAIMANT:    The    Adventures  of    Mulberry    Sellers.      With 

numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  Of!.  [^Preparuig, 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

MARRYAT    (FLORENCE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.illust.  boards,  28. each 
A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  |  WRITTEN  IN  FIRE.     |  FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN  !   SESAME  I    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards.  28. 


MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 

by  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tts.  

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN^DAUGHTERS  :   A  Novel.      Bf^]' 

Mastekman,     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  ByBRANDER  Matthews. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gtl. 

MAYHEW.-LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.    By  Henry  Mayhew.    With  Illusts.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3m.  Oil. 

MENKEN.— INFELICIA  :  Poems  by  Adah  Isaacs  Menken.  With 
Biographical  Preface,  Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Darley,  and 
Facsimile  of  a  Letter  from  Charles  Dickens.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

MEXICANmJSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.  By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.    With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

MIDDLEMASS   (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,illust.  boards.  2».  each. 
TOUCH  AND  GO. |    MR.  DORILLION. 

MTLLER.— PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life: 

Human  Physiology,  with  its  application   to  the  Preservation  of  Health.     By  Mrs, 
F,  Fbnwick  Miller.    With  numerous  Illustrations.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  Gd. 


CHAttO  8c  wiNDUs,  2l4,  Piccadilly.  -7 

MILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,l».  each;  cloth,  is.  «d.  each. 
THE  HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH  IN  DISEASES  OP  THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OP  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OP  THE  SKIN. 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF  LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 


HEARTS. 
THE  WAY  OP  THE 
WORLD. 


A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
CYNIC  FORTUNE. 


MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr. 8vo, Is. ;  cloth,  Is. 6d. 
MOLES  WORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPHKON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 
PROSE  AND  VERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moore; 
with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.      Edited  by  R. 
Herne  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<1. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  Ss.:  cloth,  3s.  6«i. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;    or.  The  Valley  of  Gold:    A  Narrative  of  Strange 

Adventure.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  postSvo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 

A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT.      

JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
YAL  STRANGE. 

Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3s.  each. 

A  MODEL  FATHER.      |    BY  THE  GATE  OP  THE  SEA. 

OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.    With  Three  Illustrations  by  A.  McCormick.    Crown  8vo, 
_  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (is.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS. 

PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  G.  Nicolet 
THE  BISHOPS    BIBLE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

MURRAY.— A  GAME  OF  BLUFF  :  A  Novel.      By  Henry   Murray. 

Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

nTsbetThume),  books"^y: 

"BAIL  UP!"  A  Romance  of  Bushrangers  AND  Blacks.    Cr.  8vo,c1.  ex.,3s.<>il. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3.s.  6d. 

NOVELTSTS.-HALF-HOURS   WITH    THE    BEST  NOVELISTS  OF 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  [Preparing. 

O'CONNOR.  —  LORD    BEACONSFIELD  :    A  Biography.      By  xrP. 

^^    O'Connor,  M.P.     Sixth  Edition,  with  an  Introduction.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

O'HANLON    (ALICE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each ' 
THE  UNFORE SEEN. |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET  (GEORGES),  NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  With  9  Illustrations  by 
E.  Bayard.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

A  LAST  LOVE.  Translated  by  Albert  D.  Vandam.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5*. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

A  WEIRDGIFT.    Translated  by  Albert  D.  Vandam.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3s.  G«:. 

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS ~B Y.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s7ear.h . 

THE  PRIMROSE  PATH. |  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 

WHITELADIES.  With  Illustrations  by  Arthur  Hopkins  and  Henry  Woods, 
A.R.A,     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  <id.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

O'REILLY  (MRS.).— PHCEBE'S'FORTUNES.     Post  Svo,  illust.  bd^2s: 
O^HAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR),   POEMS  BY. 

LAYS  OF  FRANCE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 
MUSIC  AND   MOONLIGHT.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7m.  6d. 
BONGS  OF  A  WORKER.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  64 


id 


Books  publi^heu  by 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

BTRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 

PUCK. 

BYRLIN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

BANTA  BARBARA,  &c.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  G». 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  38.  6d.  each ; 
FOLLE-FARINE. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL. 
TWO  LITTLE  WOODEH 

SHOES. 
BIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  3s«  eacb< 
MOTHS. 
PIPISTRELLO. 
A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 
IN   MAREMMA. 
BIMBI. 
WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  I  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUUiDEROY.  I  RUFFINO. 


WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  SydnbT 
Morris.    Post  yvo,  cloth  extra,  59.     Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  its* 


PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

*■     THOREAU:  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  38.  6d. 

ANIMAL^  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Priqciple.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gg» 

PASCAL^^ROVINCIAL  LETTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with  His- 

torical  Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  P.P.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3a. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Frontis- 
piece by  Helen  Paterson.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Sa.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3a» 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  S*.  each. 


LOST   SIR  MASSIHGBERD. 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS    BLACK   THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A   GRAPE   FROM  A  THORN. 

FROM   EXILE. 

SOME   PRIVATE   VIEWS. 

THE  CANON'S  WARD. 

THE   TALK   OF  THE  TOWN. 

HOLIDAY   TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGE. 


HUMOROUS   STORIES. 
THE   FOSTER  BROTHERS. 
THE   FAMILY   SCAPEGRACE, 
MARRIED   BENEATH   HIM. 
BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 
A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 
A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 
LIKE   FATHER,  LIKE   SON. 
A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 
CARLYON'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST. 
MURPHY'S  MASTER. 
AT  HER  MERCY. 


Post  Svo;  illustrated  boards,  38.  each 


THE  CLYFFARDS  OP  CLYFFE. 

FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE   BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      I      THE   BURNT  MILLION, 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT :  A  MEMORY.  I  FOR  CASH  ONLY, 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION :   Stories  of  Marine  Adventure  Re-told.     With  17 

Illustrations. 
THE   WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 
SUNNY    STORIES,  and  some  SHADT   ONES.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Fred 

Barnard.  

NOTES  FROM  THE  "NEWS."    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover,  la.;  cloth,  la.  Od. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  svo.ci..  3a. 6d. each. 

PUCK  ON   PEGASUS.     With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ttn  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES   OF   MAYFAIR.    Vers  do  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.    Post  Svo,  in.  each;  cloth,  1».  ©d.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  theAuthor    I    AN   OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 
of  "  The  Gates  Ajar."        |_BU^GLARS  IN  PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN,   filustrated  6y  cTw.  Reed.    Cr.  Svo,  l8. ;  cloth,  la.  6d. 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  covei,  t^ 
LADY  LOVELACE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  39. 
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PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE    PURSUIYAHT    OF    ARMS;    or,    Heraldry   Founded    upon    Facts.      With 

Coloured  Frontispiece,  Five  Plates,  and  209  lUusts.    Crown  ivo,  cloth,  7»,  Hd. 
Bonos  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarnbss.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,68» 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES~bF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.    Translated  from  the 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical^  and  a  Life    of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  lOa.  6d» 

POE'STEDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICEWORKSTTn  Prose  and  Poetry.   Intro- 

duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7»»  6d. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROOET,  &c.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  beards,  ija. 

POPE'S   POETTCAL  Works.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

PRICE  (E.  C),  novels  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Ocl.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s,  each. 
YALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 

GERALD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 


PRINCESS  OLGA.— RADNA  ;  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.     By 

the  Princess  Olga,    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6h,  

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY^ 

FLOWERS  OF  THE   SKY.    With  55  Illusts.    Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.   With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Nigh    in  the  Year,  Drawings 

of  the  Constellations,  &c.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6a, 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE   STUDIES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  69. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.   With  13  Steel  Plates.   Demy  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6d. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.   With  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6m, 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.     With  numerous  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  6s. 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  Svo,  ts.  6d. 

PRYCE.— MISS   MAXWELL'S   AFFECTIONS.     By  Richard  Pryce, 

Author  of  "  The  Ugly  Story  of  Miss  Wetherby,"  &c.    2  vols.,  crown  Svo. 

PAMBOSSON.— POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 

of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Illusts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d» 

RANDOLPH.— AUNT~ABIGArL  DYKES:  A  Novel.    By  Lt. -Colonel 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  38.  61!.  each ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  28.  6d. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  38.  6d. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell. 
THE  COURSE   OF  TRUE   LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illustrated  by 

Helen  Paterson. 
THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OP  A  THIEF,  &a     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keenb. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 
HARD   CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.    Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 
PUT   YOURSELF  IN  HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 
THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illustrated  by  Helen  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  R. A,, 

C.  Green,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD    STORIES    0^     MEN    AND    OTHER   ANIMALS.     Illustrated    by   B.    A. 

Abbey,  Percy  Macquoid,  R.W.S.,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
THE  JILTjand.other  Stories.    Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOIJS  SECRET.    Illustrated  by  Frb>.  Barnakd. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  o^Charles  Readb. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David7Paul7&c.    Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette,  Is. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Mrs.  Alex.  Irbland,  and  a  Steel-Plate  Portrait,    ©sown  Svo,  buckram,  O** 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3«.each. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  WALE3'3  GARDEN  PABTY.       |  WEIRD  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.               I      FAIRY   WATER. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.     |      HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  gUt,  r*.  6d.  each. 
OUR   OLD  COUNTRY   TOWNS.     With  S5  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.     With  58  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof,  &c. 

KOBINSON^^USOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    With 

37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  88. 

ROBiNSON"(FrW.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Utt,  tid.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.  each. 
WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.  |  THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE. ^ 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  r».  6d.  each. 

THE   POETS'  BIRDS.  I  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 

_  THE   POETS  AND  NATURE:   REPTILES,  FISHES,  INSECTS.  [Preparing. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  Svo,  cloth  iiinp,  "Jh, 
ROLin)F~BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :   A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.D.  1066-7.   With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  5». 

R0WLEYTH0N7~HtJGH)rW0RKS~BY.      Post  8vo,  doth,  38.  6d.  each.     ~ 
PUNIANA:   RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE   PUNIANA.     Profusely  Illustrated. 


RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),   STORIES  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each ;   cloth  limp,  3s*.  fid.  each. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.  I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 

SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS.  1 


RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fix.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE. 
IN   THE   MIDDLE   WATCH. 
A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. 


A  BOOK  FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 
MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 
THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOY/H, 


ON   THE   FO'K'SLE   HEAD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3;*. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3'*.  fid. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  38. 

MY   SHIPMATE   LOUISE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  fid. 


CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

^     A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     With  a  Note  by   Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and 
Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s*.  fid. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  38. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.    3  vols.,  crown  Svo. 


SALA.-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.     By  George  Augustus  Sala. 

Fost  Svo,  illustrated  boar  is.  3»j 

SANSONr=^SEVEN~GENERAtlONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (16S8  to  1847).     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  fid. 

SAUNDERS~(J0HN)7"N0VELS  BY^ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .3s.  fid.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |     THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  fid. 

SAUNDERSTKATHARINE),  novels~by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3f.  fid.  each;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS. [SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  fid. 

SCIENCE-GOSSIP  :  An  Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geology, 
Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physiography 
Photography,  &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or  58.  per  year,  post-free.  Vols.  I.  to  XIX, 
may  be  hadj  7a.  fid.  each;  Vols.  XX.  to  date,  Hi,  eacb.  Gases  for  Binding,  la,  fiU, 
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SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "  Whits  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  48.  Od. 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OP  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ii».  <»<!. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iim. 

SENIOR  (WM.).— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo.  cloth.  2s.  Gd. 
SHAKESPEARE,  THE  FIRST  FOLIO.— Mr.  William  Shakespeare  s 

Comedies,    Histories,   and  Tragedies.      Published    according  to    the    true 
Originall  Copies.     London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard  and  Ed.  Blount.     1623. — 
A  reduced  Photoeraphic  'Reproduction.     Small  8vo,  half-Rnxbnrghe,  7<*.  Gel. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN  :  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKESPEARE.  With 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.    Crown  4to,  cioth.  6s. 

SHARP.— CHILDREN  OF   TO-MORROW:    A  NoveL      By  William 

Sharp.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

SHELLEY.— THE  COIVIPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.      Edited.   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Herns 
Shepherd.     Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  61I.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 

VoL     I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragment?  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with.Stockdale ;  The  Wandenng  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsj'chidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
VoL    II.  The  Essays ;   Letters  from  Abroad  ;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY, 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD.— ROGUES  :  A  Novel.      By  R.  H.  Sherard.     Crown  8vo, 

picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.    

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

P.  H.  SHERIDAH.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  a4s. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Lie  an  d  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches,  Jokes,  &-c.    With  10  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  6tl. 

THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCAUDAL,  and  other  Plays.  Post  Svo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

SHERIDAN'S  COMEDIES:  THE  RIVALS  and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  half-parchment,  I'in.  6<l. 

SIDNErMSIR  PHILIP)  COMPETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."    With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.      Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  ISm. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7 a.  Od. 

SIMS"(GEdRGE~R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Hh.  each ;  cloth  limp,  38.  6d.  each. 


ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS. 
THE   RING   0'   BELLS. 
MARY   JANE'S  MEIrlOIRS. 


MARY  JANE  MARRIED, 

TALES  OF  TO  DAY. 

DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 


TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  li*.  each  ;  cloth.  Is.  Gd.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being  Readings  and  Recitations  In 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims. 
DAGONET  DITTIES.     From  the  Referee. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS. 


SISTER  DORA  :  A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 
niustratious.    Dsmy  Svo,  picture  cover,  4«!j;  cloth,  Qd» 
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SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.    By  Arthur  Sketchley. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  *i». 

SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE):   Etymological,   Historical,  and   Anec- 
dotal.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6m.  6<1. 

SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OP  AROOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
TALES  OF  OLD  THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  68. 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.    Post  8vo,  cloth.  6». 

SOCIETY    IN    LONDON.      By  A  Foreign   Resident.       Crown  8vo, 
la.  ^^  clotb,  1«.  6d. 

SOCIETY  IN   PARIS  :   The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Younp;  French  Diplomat.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6». 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS    OF    ADIEU.       By    Lord    Henry    Somerset. 
Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  68. 

SPALDING.-EUZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.    ByT.  A.  Spalding,  LL.B.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5!^. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 


THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  and  A  BARREN 
TITLE. 


THE   GOLDEN   HOOP. 
HOODWINKED;  and  THB   BANDY- 
CROFT  MYSTERY. 


Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ^ 

SPENSER   FOR  CHIl^DREN.      By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  68. 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE):   A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 

STAUNTON.— THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  58.  

STEDMAN  (E.  C),  WORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  9*. 

THE   POETS  OF  AMERICA.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  98. 

STERNDALE.  —  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :    A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndale.  .  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  6d.;  post  Svo,^illust.  boards,  gs. 

STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.  Eighth  Edit.  With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crane. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  68,  each. 
FAMIUAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Fifth  Edition. 
THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Third  Edition. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Second  Edition.     |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 
YIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Fifth  Edition.     I         BALLADS. 

HEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  68.; 

ppst  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 
PBIhOE  otto.    Pott  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3«. 
FATHER  DAMIEN :    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde.      Second  Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  bandrmade  and  brown  paper,  !». 

STODDARD.  -  SraMER  CfiUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     B^ 

C.  Warren  Stodparp.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  38.  6d. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.  With  Notices  by  Helen  and 
Ai'109  ZxuiiSRNi   Cj^wB  Bto,  clotb  oztra,  38.  6(1. ;  post  Svo,  iUustrgt§d  be^rdS;  ?f » 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gi-lbert  Gaul.     Third  Edition.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5n, 

STRUTT'S  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  rresent  Time.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THE)  OF  LONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.     With 

a  Map,  and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7a.  6d. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir, 
Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  Bvo,  cl.,  78.  Oil. 
GULLIYER'S  TRAVELS,  and   A  TALE   OF  A   TUB.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid 
paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

A  MONOGRAPH  ON  SWIFT.  By  J.  Churton  Collins.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  8s.  ^Shortly. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 


SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS 

OF  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.  Fcap.  Svo,  «s. 
ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.  Cr.  Svo,  68. 
CHASTELARD:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo,  78. 
NOTES    ON    POEMS    AND    REVIEWS. 

Demy  Svo,  Is. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    First  Series. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Second  Series. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   Third  Series. 

Crown  Svo,  79. 
BONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.   Crown  Svo, 

lOs.  6d. 
BOTHWELL:   A  Tragedy.      Crown  Svo, 

13s.  6d. 
SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Cr.  Svo,  68. 


GEORGE  CHAPMAN.    {See  Vol.  II.  of  G. 

Chapman's  Works.)    Crown  Svo,  68. 
ESSAYS  AND   STUDIES.    Cr.  Svo,  128. 
ERECHTHEUS  :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,  68. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown 

Svo,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.  Crown  Svo,  78. 
MARY  STUART:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo  Ss. 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Cr.  Svo.  98. 
A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Sm.  4to,  Ss. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.  Cr.Svo,  78. 
MARINO  FALIERO:  A  Tragedy.    Crown 

Svo,  68. 
A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Cr.  Svo,  68. 
MISCELLANIES.    Crown  Svo,  1 28. 
LOCRINE  :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,  68. 
A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.  Cr.  Svo,  78. 


SYMONDS.— WINE,  WOMEN,  AND  SONG  :  Medieval  Latin  Students' 

Songs.  With  Essay  and  Trans,  by  J.  Addington  Symonds.   Fcap.  Svo,  parchment,  68. 

SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :    In  Search  of  the  Picturesqu^ 

Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations,  and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J .  C.  Hotten.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

TAINE'S    HISTORY   OF   ENGLISH    LITERATURE.     Translated  by 

Henry  Van  Laun.    Four  Vols.,  medium  Svo,  cloth  boards,  308. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  15s.  

TAYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB :  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  WORKS  BY.     Cr.  8vo,cl.  ex.,  78.  6d.  each. 
THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.    With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  lOO  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 

THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  366  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s. 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  "  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  "'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,''  "  Plot  and  Passion.''    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 
%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD)  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings^ 
^yith,  a  Photogjaph-Portrait.    Crown  8vo,„cloth  extra,  6s. 

THACKERAYANA  J  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackekas.  depicting  Humorous  IhcitJents  in 
his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  Books  of  his  Every-day  Reading. 
With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d, 

THAMES.  — A   NE\7    PICTORIAL  HISTORY   OF    THJI  THAMES. 

By  A.  S.  Kraussb.    With  340  Illustrations     Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3..  6d.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  a.,  ea. 

THE  YIOLIH-PLAYER.      |         PROUD  MAISIB, 

CRESSIDA.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.  

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.   Introduction 

by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  7».  Od. 

THORNBURY   (WALTER),    WORKS    BY.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  r«.  6d.  each.  " 
THE   LIFE   AND  CORRESPONDENCE   OP  J.   M.  W.  TURNER.      Founded  upon 

Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.     With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford.  M.A.  lUusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tin.  each, 
OLD   STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

TIMES    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y*.  6d.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  its 

Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations, 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion. 
Delusions,  Impostures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists, 
Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of  Letters,  &c.     With  48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crow^n  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  Gd,  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3h.  each. 


THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW. 
KEPT  IN   THE  DARK. 
FRAU  FROHMANN. 


MARION  FAY. 

MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

THE  LAND-LEAGUERS, 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIGATE.  |  AMERICAN  SENATOR. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.is.  iid.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each. 
LIKE   SHIPS  UPON   THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNE88. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).-DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo.  iiiust,  bdZaV. 
TROWBRIDGE. -FARNELL'S  FOLLY:   A  Novel.      By  J.  T.  Trow- 

BRIDGE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tin. 


TYTLER  (C.   C.   FRASER-).-MISTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.     By 

C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  'ds,  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  tinm 

TYTLER  (SARAH),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


THE  BRIDE'S  PASS. 
NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 
LADY  BELL. 


BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 


WHAT  SHE  CAME   THROUGH. 
CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE. 
SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST. 

DISAPPEARED. 

THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


VILLARL— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture 

cover,  If*. 

WALT    WHITMAN,   POEMS     BY.      Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 
William  M.RossETTi.   With  Portrait.   Cr.  Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  Cs. 

WALTON   AND    COTTON'S    COMPLETE    ANGLER;   or,  The  Con. 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  7»,  t>«l. 

WARD  (HERBERT),  WORKS  BY. 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH   THE   CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  the 

Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  R.  Davis.   Third  ed.    Roy.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  141*. 

MY   LIFE   WITH   STANLEY'S  REAR   GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller, 

F.R.G.S.     Post  Svo,  Iw. ;  cloth,  Iw.  6d. 

WARNER.— A    ROUNDABOUT    JOURNEY.      By   Charles  Dudley 

Warner,    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  dm. 
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WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

WALFORD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1891).    Contain- 

ing  the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Fanailies, 

their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  50m. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1891).     Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of 

Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  &c.     32010.  cloth,  Is. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1891).    Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets 

of  the  United  Kingdom,  Bioirraiihical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    32000,  cloth,  li«. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1891).      Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 

ol  the  United  Kinsdom,  I'.ioaraphical  Notices,  Addresses, &c.  32010,  cloth,  Iw. 
Y/ALFORD'S  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1891).    Containing  a  List  01  all 

Members  of  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     32mo,  cioth.   In. 
WALFORD'S     COMPLETE     PEERAGE,     BARONETAGE,     KNIGHTAGE,     AND 

HOUSE   OF   COMMONS  (1891).     Royal  32Tno,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edL'es  .5«. 
Y/ALFORD'S  WINDSOR   PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1S31). 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  13s.  <id. 
TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 
WILLIAM   PITT:  A  Biography.  PostSvo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


WARRANT   TO    EXECUTE    CHARLES   I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     2«. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN  OF   SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.     tjs. 

WASSERMANN.— DAFFODILS  :    A  Romance.     By  Lillias  Wasser- 
MANN.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d, 

WEATHER,    HOW   TO  FORETELL  THE,   WITH   POCKET  SPEC- 

TR03C0PE.     By  F.  W.  Cory.     With  10  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  Is.  ;  clotD,  Is.  tiii. 

WESTROPP.-HANDBOOK  OF  POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN,     by 

HouDER  M.  Westropp.      With  lUusts.  and  List  of  Marks.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  4s.  6d. 

WHIST. -HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WHIST.      By  Abraham  S.  Wilks 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WHISTLER'S  (MR.)  TEN  O'CLOCK.     Cr.  8vo,  hand-made  paper.  Is. 
WHITE.— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.     By  Gilbert 

White,  M.A.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  t2s. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY: 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  bvo.  cloth  extra,  9s. 

WILLIAMSON  (Mrs.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Three  Vols.,  cr.  Svo. 

WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  259  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  tit*.  6d. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations,     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «s. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.     Cr.  S%o,  cl.  ex..  6s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  Is.;  cl.,  Is.  <id. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.   With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE. |  REGIMENTAL   LEGENDS. 

WISSMANN.-MY  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA,  from  the  Congo  to  the  Zambesi,  in  1S86,  1&S7.  By  Major  Hermann  von 
WissMANN.  Trans,  by  M.  J.  A.  Bergmann.  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller  and  92  Illusts. 
by  R.  Hellgrewe  and  Klein-Chevalier.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  16m.       [^Shortly, 

WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post  Svo,  boards,  2s7 
WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  6s.  each  ;  post  Bvo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL   ARMSTRONG  ;    or,    Love  and   Theology.     By 
Celia  Parker  Woolley.     Post  avo,  illustrated  boards,  tin. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

WRIGHT    (THOMAS)riArORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  rs.  6d.  each. 
CARICATURE   HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.     With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 
HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE   AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE   IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE, SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A^ 

VATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.       Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2».  eacbj 
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BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

♦»•  For  fuller  eataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 
A  Journey  Round  My  Room.   By  Xavier 

DE  MaISTRE. 

¥ulp3  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
he  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,   Fancies,   Follies, 

and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Bongs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.   By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J.  Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Jls.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Little  Essays:  trom  Lamb's  Letters. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d'Esprlt.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C,  Pennell, 
Muses  of  Mayfalr.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Pagb. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley, 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  28.  per  Volume. 
Holmes's  Professor  at  Breakfast  Table. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 


THE    WANDERER'S    LIBRARY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.  22lllusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  By  E.P.  Hingstoh. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in   the  South  Seas. 
By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.    Illustrated. 


Camp  Notes.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  In  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.   By  James  Greenwood. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Brlggs's  Love  Storjr.    Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Sentenced!    By  Somerville  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.   Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

Iulian  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James, 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.     By 

Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.   J.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M. P. 
Dolly.     By  JUSTIN  H.  McCarthy,  M. P. 
Lily  LasB«    Justin  H,  McCariuy,  MJ?. 


Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
That  Girl  in  Black.    Mrs.  Molesworth, 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByjAs.  Payn, 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.    By  R.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson, 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  vitta  Stanley'!  Bear  (iaard«  Bj 
HSKBKKX  Wak9« 
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Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  half-Roxburgbe,  3«.  6d,  each 
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Poor  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 
Shalfspeare,    By  W.  S.  Landor 


The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Querin. 


Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reads. 

With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 
Peg  WofQngton.    By  Charles  Reade. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Postsvo. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Charles  Lamb,    j 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major.    1 

With  37  lilusts.  by  George  Cruikshank, 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

With  S5  Illustrations.  ' 

The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold.  j 

Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art,  By  Brillat-    ; 

Savarin.    Trans.  R.  E.  Anderson',  M.A. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  89.  each. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  E.  Ollier. 
The  Natural  History  of  Selborne.     By 

Gilbert  White. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The   Tale  of  a 

Tub.     By  Dean  Sv.ift. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J,  Larwood. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels  by  the  Best  Authors,  many  Illustrated, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


By  GRANT  AL^l-EX. 

Phlllstia.  I  For  Maimie's  Sake. 

Babylon  I  The  Devil's  Die. 

In  all  Shades.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

The  Tents  of  Shem.  |  The  Great  Taboo. 

By  AliAN  ST.  AUBY^f. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rer.  S.  BARIXO  GOCXB. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  W.  BESA^TT  &  J.  RICE. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
ThisSonofYuIcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  ^'AliTEB  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 


To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyon- 
esse. 


By  ?Irs.II.  EOVETT  CAITIERON. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  !  Deceivers  Ever, 
By  WII.KIE    COI^I^INS. 


Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Herr  Paulus. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

By  ROBERT   BUCHANAN. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
God  and  the  Man.    The  New  Abelard, 
Love  Me  for  Ever.    Foxglove  Manor. 
Annan  Water.  Master  of  the  Mine. 

Matt.  Heir  of  Linne. 

By  HAEL.   CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 
inORT.  &  FRANCES  COEEINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.     Transmigration, 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
YUIa^e  Comedy.     1  You  Play  Me  Falie 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  I  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellaiiies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady, 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life, 
Blind  Love. 


New  Magdalen, 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  WIEEIAH    CYPEES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AEPHON.SE  BACBET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 
By  ja:»ies  de  miEEE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.   EEITH  BERT^TENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |     Circe's  Lovers. 

By  ITIrs.  ANNIE   EBVJ'.VRBES. 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  G.  ITIANVIEEB  FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 


By  PERCY 

Fatal  Zero. 


FITZGERAED. 


By  R.  E.  FRANCIEEON. 

Queen  Cophetua,     I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave? 

Pref.bySirBARTEE  FRERJB. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EB^VARB   GABBETT. 

The  Capel  Glrli, 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
By  CIIAUI^ES  OrRROIV. 

Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

In  Honour  Boand.  |  Of  High  Degree. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By  TIIOITIAS   flARBlT. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  JU1.IAN  HAM  TIIORIVE. 


Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 
Beatrix  Randolph. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentln. 

Sebastian  Strome.     

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  IIELiPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC   HEIVBEUSOIV. 

Agatha  Page. 

By  Mrs.  AL.FREB   IIUIVT. 

The  Leaden  Casket.  1  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  JEAIV  INGEIiOTV. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  B.  ASIIE    KIIVO. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  IIEIVBY   KINGSIiEY. 

Humber  Seventeen. 

By  E.  tiYNIV  JLINTOX. 


lone. 

Paston  Carew. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 


Patricia  Kemball. 
Under  which  Lord? 

"My  Lovel"  

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRY   AV.  liUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.     Camiola. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours,  i 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AGNES  IWACDONEIil.. 

Quaker  Cousins. 
By  FI.ORENCE  I7IARRYAT. 

Open  I  Sesame! 
By  I>.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

Life's  Atonement.     Val  Strange. 

Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

A  Bit  of  Human  RatarOt 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  MURRAY  dc  HERMAN. 

The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  OEORQES  OHNET. 

A  W«lrd  Gift, 
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By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 

Whlteladies. 

By  OUIBA. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine'B 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.    |    Puck. 
Folle  Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  I    Signa. 
Princess    Haprax- 

Ine. 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I    Rufflno. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commune 
Bimbi.     |  Wanda 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremina. 
Othmar.    1    Syrlla. 
Guilderoy. 

By  MAROARET  A.  PAUIj, 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES   PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Masslngberd. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted* 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Some  Private  Views. 

In  Peril  and  Privation. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 


Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  th« 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 


Wa.lter's  Word. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Root 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  J  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  CHARLES  REABE. 
It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thle& 
Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 


Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woraan-Hater 
A  Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
The  Jilt. 


Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Woflflngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIBBEI^U.. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  W,  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W.  CU.ARK.  BUSSEIilj. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
Uy  Shipmate  Louise. 

By  JOHN   SAUNDERS. 
Gay  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers* 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Xtxo  LioD  io  th«  Patllt 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
By  KATIIARI.-VE  SAl^VDEKS. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

Gideon's  Rock.         I  Heart  Salvage* 

The  High  Mills.       |  Sebastian. 

By  HAl^TLEY   SITfABT. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  R.  A.  STEBXD-1X.E. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA    TIIOIIAS. 

Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Yiolin-player. 

By  FRA:VCE8   E.  TROt.I.OI»E. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.  |  Mabel's  Progress. 


Thb  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
By  AlVTIIOIVY  TBOr.l.OPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  |  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

By  IFAN  TL'KGE.-VIEFF,  Ac 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

Ht  C.  (\  FRASER-TITTI^EK. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTI.ER. 

The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Lady  Bell. 
Noblesse  Oblige.      |  Burled  Diamonds. 
The  Blackball  Ghosts. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS  OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


By  ARTE^irS   AVARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  ED^IONJD  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  IIAiniETON   AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.   |  Confidences. 
By  ITIARY   AX,BERT. 

Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

Bt  Mrs.  At,EX.\NI>ER. 

Maid,Wife,or  Widow?  |  Valerie's  Fate. 
By  GRA^fT  AEr,E>'. 


The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
In  all  Shades. 


Strange  Stories. 

Philistia. 

Babylon. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Sheni. 

By  AI.AX  ST.  Al'BYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rer.  S.  BARING  GOl7I.I>. 
Ced  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  *<RANIfc   BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
By  SI1EI.S1.E  V  BE  AUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 
By  AV.  BESAXT  &  J.  RICE. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years' Tenant. 


This  Son  of  Yulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAI.TER   BESAIVT. 
Dorothy  Forster.     1  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon.  '  Herr  Paulus. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then, 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
XtM  Bell  of  St.  Pasl'i, 


By  FREDERICK  BOYEE. 

Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 

Flip.  I  CalifornianStorlea 

Maruja.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp, 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROED   BRVDGES. 

(Jncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   BUCI1.4.XAX. 

The  Shadow  of  the    The  Martyrdom  of 

Sword.  Madeline. 

A  Child  of  Nature.    Annan  Water. 
God  and  the  Man.    The  New  Abelard, 
Love  He  for  Ever.     Matt. 
Foxglove  Manor.       The  Heir  of  Llnne* 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HAI.li    CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  C'oainiandcr  CA.IIERO.'V. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  ITIrs.  EOVETT  CA.IIERO.V. 
Deceivers  Ever.       i  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTi:V   CEARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  ?lrs.  ARCHER  CEIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  ^lACI.AREN   COBBA.-V. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  AEr.SrOJV  COEEINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

inORT.  &  FRANCES  COEEINS, 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  I  Transmigration* 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  I  Village  Comedy. 
Frances.  You  Play  oae  FaliOt 

Blackimlth  and  Scholar, 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— co«ii«««d. 
By  TVIL.H.1E    COI.t.IIVS. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark* 
No  Name. 
Antonlna.  I  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Haanted  Hotel. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  In  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  HiiB  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genlas. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  in.  J.  COLQUnOlJIV. 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 

Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   C.  EOBERT   CRABBOC^K. 

Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  WII.r.IAITI  CYPI.es. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AliPHONSE   BAXT>ET. 

The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAITIES  BE   ITI1I.EE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  I.EITHL   BERTFEIVT, 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CHARLES    BICKEIVS. 

Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nickleby, 

By  BICK  BOIVOVAIV. 

The  Man-Hunter.    |  Caught  at  Last  I 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs. 

By  COZVAN  BOVINE,  &•, 
Strange  Secrets. 

By  ITlrs.  ANNIE  EBW^ARBEvS. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  in.  BETHAin-EBWARBS. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

By  EBTVARB  EOGIiESTON. 
Roxy. 

By  PERCY  FITZOERAL.B. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.    |  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tlllotson. 
Seventy-flve  Brooke  Street, 
fhe  Lady  of  Brantome. 
ALBANY    BE    FONBt,AN<lUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  B.  E.  FRANCIIil.ON. 
Olympia.  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave? 

A  Real  Queen.  Romances  of  Law. 

By  IIAROLB  FREBERICK. 

Beth's  Brother's  Wife. 

The  Lawton  Girl. 

Pre<.  by  Sir  BABTLS  FREBB. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  UAIN  FRISWELIi. 

One  of  Two. 

By  EB^FARB  OARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CHARL.es   OIBBON. 


In  Honour  Boundi 
Flower  of  Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


Robin  Gray. 
Fancy  Free. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What      will      the 

World  Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 

Jueen  of  Meadow. 
Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WILLIAm  GILBERT. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By  HENRY  OREVILLE. 

A  Noble  Woman. 

By  JOHN  HABBERTON. 

Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANBREW  HALLIBAY. 

Every-Day  Papers. 

By  Lady  BVFFUS  HARBY. 

Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  THO.IIAS  HARBY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  J.  BERTY'ICK  HARWOOB. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JULIAN  HA^FTHORNE. 

Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentln.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  mrs.  CASHEL   HOEY. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 

By  mrs.  OEOROE  HOOPER, 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIOHE    HOPKINS. 

'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  mrs.  ALFREB  HUNT. 

Thornicroft's  Model.  I  Self-Condemned 
That  Other  Person.    |  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INOELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  ITIARK    KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 

A  Drawn  Game.      I  Passion's  SlaYt* 
*<Ili«  Wearlnit  of  th*  QrMn," 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— coniintud. 
By  IIEIVRY   KIIVGSI.EY. 

Oakshott  Castle. 

By  JOHN  liEYS. 

The  Lindsays. 

Bf  E.  IvYNN   1.IIVTON. 

Patricia  Kemball.     Paston  Carew. 

World  Well  Lost.      "My  Level" 

UnderwhichLord?    lone. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dondas. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Bowing  the  Wind. 

B7  IIEIVRY   W.  1.UCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 


McCarthy. 

Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola* 


By  JUSTIN 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Lin  ley  Rochford. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AONES  lOACBONEIili. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

KATHARINE    S.  HIACQUOIB. 

The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  \%\  H.  ]MA.r.L.OCK. 

The  New  Republic. 

By  FLORENCE   I?1ARBYAT. 

Open !  Sesame !        |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  ITIASTERMAN. 

Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRANDER  MATTHEIVS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  JEAN   ITIII>I>I.E.tIASS. 

Touch  and  Go.        |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Jlrs.  JTIOI.ESIVOBTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

Br  J.  E.  IfllJBBOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  irHTRRAY. 


Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Way  of  the  World. 
Cynic  Fortune. 


A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
Yal  Strange. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 

By  inURRAY  and   HERHIAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

By  HENRY  mURBAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff, 

By  AL.ICE   0'HANL.ON. 

Iba  Unforeseen,     1  Chance?  or  Fate? 


Two-Shillino  Novels — continued. 

By  OEOROES  OIINEX. 
Doctor  Rameau.      |  A  Last  Love« 
By  ]TIr».  OI>IPHANT. 

Whiteladles.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

By  JTIrs.  ROBERT  0'REIL.L.Y. 

Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OriBA. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilGastlemalne's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin, 
Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess    Naprax* 

Ine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
Friendship, 
Moths. 
Pipistrello. 
A    Village   Com< 

mune. 
Bimbi. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Othmar. 
Guilderoy. 
Rufflno. 
Oulda's    Wisdom, 

Wit,  and  Pathos. 


ITIABGARET  AONES  PAUIi. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAUIES  PAYN. 


£200  Reward. 
Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace* 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted* 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

By  C.  I..  PIRKIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDOAR  A.  POd. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentlna.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rlvtil* 

Gerald. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  f  UARI^ES  KEAOE. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth, 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Singleher.rt  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animala. 


A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

The  Jilt. 


Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Wofnngton. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  I?Irs.  J.  EI.  RIBBEI.L.. 

Weird  Stories.         |  Fairy  Water. 

Kcr  Mother's  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

By  F.  W\  KOBIi\KON. 

Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JA.TIES  BtTVCIITIAIV. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CI.ABK.  BlJ88Er.Ii. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star." 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
OEORf^E   AUGUSTUS  SAU.A. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  SAUNT>ERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

B?y  KATIIAKIIVE   SAUIVBERS. 

Joan  Merryweather.  I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  1  Sebastian. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  OEOROE   B.  8I7I8. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Kary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.    |  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCIIU.EY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  T.  W.  HPEIOIIT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  |  By  Devious  Ways. 

Hoodwinked,  &c. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  R.  A.  8TERNBA1.E. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  B.  liOUIS   STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights.  |    Prince  Otto. 

BV  BEBTUA    TIZO:?IA«4. 

Cressida.  |  Proud  Malsie. 

The  Yioiln-player. 

By  WAtiTEB  TIIOBNBURV. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

T.  ABOr,PIIUS  TROL,U.OPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  Et.EANOR  TROU-IiOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROUiLiOPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark« 

Marion  Fay.  |  John  Caldigate. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Ilr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

Tiie  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  jr.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 

Farnell's  Folly. 
By  IVAN  TURCiENIEFF,  A:c 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  JTIARK   TWAIN. 

Tom  Sawyer.  I  A  Tramp  Abroadt 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 

Huckleberry  Finn. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

Br  €.  v..  FRASER-rVTIiEB. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TVTU.ER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo'sCity.    Huguenot  Family, 
Lady  Bell.  |  Blackball  Ghobta. 

What  She  Came  Through, 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 

By  J.  S.  AVINTEB. 

Cavalry  Life.       |  Regimental  Legends. 
By  II.  F.  ^VOOB. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  liady  WOOB. 

Sablna. 

CEl.IA  PARKER  ^VOOUiI^EY. 

Rachel  Armstrong ;  or,  Love  &  Theology 
By  EB-IIUNB   YATES. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last, 
Castaway. 
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